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FOREWORD 


I HAVE always felt that archaeology was tom the hour 
man began to doubt the truth of the ancient scriptures 
and the Bible. These archaeologists who have doubted 
were not necessarily Irreli^oua men; I have yet to meet an 
atheist archaeologist. These men believed, however, that 
blind faith was not enough co uphold the many questionable 
episodes of the Bible. 

The great teachers who caught me to canalize my passion 
for the past brought me closer to God, for early in my career 
they encouraged me to practise archaeology with a special 
purpose: the confirmation of the Bible. 

My own way was often unconventional, unorthodox. But 
my basic research before any excavation was systematic: I 
examined the known facts, the work of previous excavations, 
surveys of geographical areas, and blueprinted maps showing 
how towns, cities, houses, and tombs were built in ancient 
times, compared these with still eusdng ruins, remnants of 
walls, foundations, and even rock formations. Most impor¬ 
tant of all were the still existing wrinen records in their 
original languages. But always the Bible was my first source 
of idencihcatloD, and 1 became as intimate with its people 
as I was with my closest friends. 
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PART ONE 







I 

My ftnona] Obsession 


I A M & free-Uxice archaeologist. 1 want to make this clear 
from the beginning because the life of a sdeocut attached 
to a large expedition or foundation project is totally 
different from the unpredictable and frequendy frightening 
adventures of an archaeologist out on hU own. Actually, I 
am writing this hrst chapter after having linished the rest of 
the book, and I must confess that a good deal of what I have 
put down could easily have come from the pen of a Holly* 
wood scenario writer with a good imagination. Yet it iH 
happened pretty much as I have written it and I was prob^ 
ably more astonished than anyone as I read it back to myself. 
My life has been a far cry from what I thought it would be 
in 1925 when I made my hrst positive step towards tracking 
down the stories of the Bible with a pick and ahovel. 

Archaeology is one of the few fields left to the pioneer. 
The crust of the earth is fairly bulging with artifacu and 
relics of past civilizations waiting to be brought into the 
light, where they can provide us with the keys to many 
puzzling mysteries. From the discoveries of archaeology 
we have learned that civilizations and cultures never die or 
arc forgotten in the strictest sense. The more we unearth, 
the more we sec how andent dvilizadons have had a subde 
but unmistakable Impress and bearing upon our lives today. 
Man^s psychology through the centuries has been ua* 
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changed. Both archaeology and anthropology have proved 
to US that man, at least since the dawn o£ recorded 
history, has not altered in his mental and emotional 
capacities. Recorded history as such began with the 
Bible, certainly the most comprehensive history of man¬ 
kind ever written. Since the days of the Bible, man's sodal 
orders have changed and he has made tremendous technO' 
logical advancements, but in broad terms what the ancients 
lived, suffered, and wimessed is the same as what we live, 
suffer and witness today; nor, in essentials, is man's attitude 
towards the mysteries of existence fundamentally a different 
one. We have few thoughts that have not been thought 
before; there is none of our modem customs and traditions 
that does not have its roots in the past. 

I can't remember exactly when It became my personal 
obsession to link the present with the past. While still a boy 
in Cologne, Germany, I was fascinated with the concept 
of archaeology, but it was only later that I realized I must 
go to the Bible for a real understanding of the ways and 
passions of men. And. discovering Biblical amhaeology 
through the Bible, I found it the open* sesame not only to 
knowledge but to faith. I recall reading avidly the writings 
of famous scientists who bad devoted themselves to the 
confirmation of the Bible's eternal truth. Whenever a new 
and important archaeological find was announced I tried to 
obtain records and photographs of it. 1 day*dreamed con¬ 
stantly about the people of the Bible, and tried to understand 
lives and their deeds. 

I suppose I was a stone's throw from entering the clergy, 
but as it turned out my life has brought me much of ^e 
satisfaction of a career In religion plus the added inspiration 
of physical contact with the substance of the Bible. It is my 
aim in these pages to convey some of the tremendous excite¬ 
ment of archaeology in the Holy Land. Out of the literally 
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hundreds of objects I have found, perhaps only a small per¬ 
centage arc of major archaeological importance, yec each, 
regardlesa of its monetary or scientific value, has meant a 
great deal to me as an individual. When I hold in my hand 
a jar from the time of Samuel, or a broken piece of masonry 
that may offer additional proof of the existence of a civilua* 
tion at a place and during a period that is identical with a 
description from the Bible, the very fact that I have 
uncovered another weapon against the scepticism and cyni¬ 
cism chat have become fashionable is a source of tremendous 
gratificaiion. 

A few of the stories in this book are here primarily because 
I couldn’t bear to leave them out. They are encercaining, I 
hope, even if their historical and Biblical significance is small. 
And, after all, isn’t an author entitled to include a favourite 
or two even if they do not fit exactly tinder the title of his 
book or into the main purpose of his life? 
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II 

Munim^s Prophet^ 

APRIL i 935 < A$ the liner docked in Alexandria I 
searched for the ruini of che Pharos of Alexandria, 
•I ^ built two thousand two hundred years ago by Ptolemy 
and hiB wife Arsinoe as a harbour guide. 1 was va&tly die- 
appobted. The Pharos b Ptolemy’s day may have been 
the seventh wonder of the world, but now it impressed me 
as little more than a sun^bleached heap of scones. 

From the dust-choked docks came che deafening din of 
construction. Lemons of crippled beggars Imed the quays, 
some of them eating froro withered fingers the decayed food 
b their copper bowls. Sweating, coal-black Nubians carried 
heavy bales of cotton to and from the freighters. From the 
hundreds of small boats and barges surrounding the ship, 
colourfuily dressed Egyptians and Sudanese merchants held 
up their cheap trinkets and screamed for the attention of 
the passengers. Gesticulating, naked Arab boys stood poised 
on be gunwales to dive for corns tossed down by the tourists. 
All was dirt, stench, and poverty; only che blue and brilliant 
sky above was clean. 

My heart sank. Was this the land of the Nile, the fabled 
realm of the Pharaohs? I had been prepared to play the role 
of the awed foreigner b a counay ^ vast and mtimidating 
dignity, and now I found Egypt had no dignity at all, but 
sh ared the all-pervasive cheapness of the modem world. 

rS 
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My naiVct^, of course, was unjustified. I had forgotten I 
was in the third decade of the twentieth century. The world 
was soli recovering from the Great War; Egypt was yet to 
achieve political freedom, and the Egyptian royal family was 
unconcerned with the welfare of its people. In more recent 
years I have returned to Alexandria often, and lime has 
made me more patient. Today it is hard for me to remember 
what wonders I had hoped to see, entering this raucous 
metropolis of the Mediterranean shore for the first time. 

Though I had planned to spend some time at the GraecO' 
Roman Alexandrian mins, I left the next morning for Cairo. 
I was in Egypt at the age of twency-one as a foreign corrcspon* 
dent for the Berliner Tageblatt, a prominent paper that had 
hired roe on the recommendation of the editor of a Cologne 
newspaper for which 1 had worked briefly. My one goal in 
life was to get to North Africa and the Middle East, and I 
had even studied Arabic to prepare myself. Just what I 
expected to do when I got there I can't quite recall, but I 
knew that just being there was half the battle won. 

My interview with Theodore Wolff, chief editor of the 
Tagehlatt, had involved a considerable amount of truth- 
stretching. but somehow my conscience refused to bother me. 
Wolff had asked me how often I had been to Africa and I 
had answered casually, "Oh, three or four times,” I wonder 
today whether he was taken in by this as he pretended to 
be. But the interview was successful and I was in Egypt at 
last. My salary was very small, but I would have plenty of 
free time to explore the countryude. 

In Cairo my first obligation was towards Wolff and the 
editors of the Tagehlatt. For a week I stayed close to the 
pension and wrote my first articles on Egyptian current 
events. Most of my information I got from reading the 
Egyptian newspapers, and my knowledge of the Arabic 
language helped me considerably. I wrote to people I wanted 
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to interview, but put off mailing the letters. I was much mote 
interested in meeting archaeolo^sts. 

In 1915 it was necessary for reporters In Egypt to obtain 
credentials from the Egyptian Ministry of the Interior. I 
went to the Ministry Building and was taken to the office of 
an Egyptian official, Ibrahim Bey Adham. Adham spoke 
French. He was friendly but non*committal, and he seemed 
none too impressed by the genus European reporter. 

"What can 1 do for you? " he asked me crisply- Adham 
was a short man, expensively dressed, with dark eyes, expres¬ 
sive hands, and light-brown complexion. 

I told Myn of my assignment. 

"How long do you expect to be in Egypt?" he asked- 
"Onc week, two, three?" 

"Several months," I said. "Perhaps several years. It all 
depends." 

He rolled his eyes ironically. "This is quite unusual. 
Most foreigner writers are able, in less than a week, to learn 
enough about us, both past and present, to write a three- 
hundred-page book." 

I laughed. "For years I have been studying Egypdan 
history, and still I know nothing about it." 

He seemed pleasantly surprised, but with a faint trace of 
sarcasm condnued. " Then you are well qualified to write 
about us, are you not? " 

"Hardly. I have much more to learn, Excellency, and I 
would not write of your country dll I have lived here for 
quite some dme." 

At this Adham became percepdbly more cordial. He 
finished looking over my credendals and turned to me, 
smiling- " You see, ZIron, when you love Egypt as I do, when 
you have my pride of country, in a job like this you have the 
right to a little bitterness, It is my responsibility to protea 
Egypt from basty writers of travel books and joumalisdc 
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‘interpretations,’ and among foreign newsmen and writers 
you are a deaded exception- These men would do Egypt 
harm by their ignorance and superficial opinions. Egypt 
can be understood only by those who understand her past 
as well as her present" 

" Excellency," I said, can it be you arc an archaeologidt? ” 

He shook his head- "Archaeology is a special science, 
and an art. The skill and knowledge it requires have not 
been ^ven to me.” 

1 wanted to prove to Adham I was not one of his super¬ 
ficial foreigners, though the ardcles 2 had written on Egypt 
before leaving Berlin were a source of guilt My spokw 
Arabic was far from perfect, but the next words I addressed 
to him were in his native tongue. 

1 have never seen so sudden a change in a man’s behaviour. 
Jumping up from his chair, Adham embraced me in the 
traditional Egyptian manner, kissing both my checks. "I 
shall help you to discover Egypt) " he said, and without fur¬ 
ther ado invited me to dinner that night at Cairo’s most 
famous Arabic restaurant, El-Hacti. 

"You will not mind," he said at the door, "if one of my 
closest friends joins us? You will like him—he is not only 
my friend but my teacher, and a man of rare wisdom." 

Ibrahim Bey Adham was waiting at El-Hatd when I 
arrived. " 1 have already ordered for us," he greeted me 
cordially. ‘*We shall dine like the Pharsiobs. My friend 
Munim is not here yet, but he is never late. Let us go to 
our table.” 

As we sat down Adham said. " There, you see, Munim is 
never late." 

I turned to see a caU, slender Coptic priest coming towards 
our table. His skin was a shade darker chan Adham's, and 
he had a small spade beard and deeply set eyes chat flashed 
like black diamonds. His forehead was extremely high, his 
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face ascetic. His long robe rippled about him. As Adham 
introduced us his eyes looted searchingly into mine. “Wel¬ 
come," he said, with a smile of extraordinary charm and 
beauty. 

During dinner Adham kept the talk light and incoa- 
sequendaL But with the coffee our conversation took a more 
serious turn, We discussed the recently discovered treasure 
of Tutankhamen and the cxcavadons of Carnarvon that had 
revealed to the world the splendours of the Pharaohs. For 
the first time in my life I was with friends who shared my 
interest in the past, and we spoke of civilizations long since 
vanished as intimately as if we had been recalling college 
days. 

I was so impressed by Munim that soon I was confiding 
my secret ambition to him. He nodded gravely at my 
enthusiasm and told me of an archaeolo^st friend who 
through his work had been able to confirm much of the Bible, 
When this man returned from England Munim would intro¬ 
duce me to him. 

"His name," said Munim, "is Flinders Petrie. He is 
world-famous. But before you meet him, Paul, prepare your¬ 
self by seeing and learning as much as you can." 

"1 shall," I said solemnly and, in a supersdeion of my 
youth, I rapped the table. 

Munim smiled. "Knocking wood is one of our old 
Oriental customs. Once we believed wood was inhabited 
by eternal spirits, and that these spirits must be appeased 
if good luck were to come our way. . . . But 1 had not 
realized how late it was," said Munira to our Egypdan host. 
“I shall see Paul home." 

We said good night to Adham and left the restaurant- 

On our way to my pension M unim asked if 1 had seen 
Ibn Taloun, Cairo’s twelve-hundred-year-old mosque. I had 
not, and rince the nig^c was warm and dear, Munim sug- 
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gcsted we walk there. We took seaw on one of the stone 
benches beneath the towering columns. I felt warmly 
towards this striking man who had now fallen silent, as ‘k 
in meditation; I wanted very much to be his friend. 
Munxm’s profundity and knowledge would be of great aid 
and inspiration to me. Here was one man who would only 
encourage my passion for the past. 

Finally Munim spoke. “Among the ancient Egyptians 
were very wise men, men better versed in psychology than 
some of our most outstanding teachers and scientists. They 
had the ^ft o£ reading the future. They called the soul 
that emanates from every living creature the ka, and 
they could read this ka. In many old scriptures it is 
written that the ka cannot lie. I am able to know and 
advise you, Paul, because it is given to me to be able to 
read your ka.** 

This embarrassed me somewhat but Munim only smiled 
in the darkness. “In your lifetime you will witness many 
things beyond the realm of the or^ary. Many secrets 
shall be revealed to you. Doubtless, Paul, you will have 
many questions. Feel free always to call upon me if you 
wish answers. What answers I have I shall give you.” He 
gave me his hand. “1 am glad to be your friend." 

We left the ancient mosque that lay bathed in moonlight 
There were many questions I already wanted to ask, but 
sensing Munim’s mood 1 was silent. At the pension, 
Munim made a gesture of blessing with his hands and left 
me. 

The next week I was busy with my interviews of people 
Important in Egyptian political life. I met Nahas Pasha, 
leader of the revolutionary Wafd party, one day to over- 
throw the government. I spent an afternoon with the fiery 
widow of Zaghlul Pasha, a commanding woman who 
crusaded for women’s rights. Nahiun Effendi, chief Rabbi 
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of Egypt, told JM of the ascendant Zionist movement in 
Palestine. 

1 wrote my articles quickly and dispatched them to Berlin. 
Now I was free! I spent hours at the Egyptian Museum, 
at the mummy cases, puzzling over hieroglyphic writing on 
slab'Stones. The wealth of the Egyptian past bewildered me. 
But nothing gave me as much pleasure as a single fragment 
of silk material, once part of the dress of a noblewoman in 
the time of Joseph. For me this scrap of material, repre¬ 
senting a real life, recaptured the feel and atmosphere of the 
dme. It had more meaning for me than the most impressive 
sarcophagus. 

One day I was standing before the glass case in which the 
scrap of silk was exhibited. A museum guard tapped roe on 
the shoulder to remind me that it was closing time but I had 
an after-hours appointment with Professor Alan Rowe, the 
British archaeologist in charge of the Museum’s scarab and 
and hieroglyphic section. 

A secretary showed me into Rowe’s small and cluttered 
oifice. Hundreds of stone tablets with hieroglyphic writings 
were scattered around. On the desk was a huge assortment 
of scarabs, bones, stones, or gems carved in the form of a 
beetle. Behmd the desk sat Professor Rowe. 

**How do you do,” he said. "I have heard good things 
of you. You come highly recommended by my friend 
Munim.” 

I was startled. Sbee he had left a week ago at the door 
of my pension I had not heard from Munim, and Munim 
had no way of knowing I had planned to get in touch with 
Alan Rowe. 

Rowe knew I was a journalist mtercsted in archaeology. 
Without preamble he shoved a large scarab across the desk. 
“This is the first scarab ever found from the period of 
Amenhotep IV- It bears his seal.” 
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Knowing little of scarabs, I found it difficult to share Rowe’s 
enthusiasm, but he listened with cordial understanding as I 
told him of my interest in archaeology. I left the Museum 
with two of his boohs and an invitation to drop by whenever 
I was able. 

I took the trolley to the Pyramids the next afternoon. I 
approached the massive structures as shrines, reverently 
touching the ancient sand and limestone. But no exalta¬ 
tion seized me; I was completely and utterly unmoved- 

The Pyramids were cold and silent; they told me nothing. 
Where were the secrets Munim had spoken of? I walked 
over a thousand yards of sand to the monumental Sphinx, 
hoping that its mystery, its majesty, would strike some spark 
within me. I might just as well have looked at the sky or 
desen wastes. 

Alexandria had shocked me with its crudeness of the 
present, but at the Pyramids I had been untouched by the 
remoteness of the past. I began to doubt my fitness for the 
work I planned to undertake. 

Back in Cairo. I put through a call to Munim. He had left 
for bis native Addis Ababa and would be away for another 
ten days. I called Adham; he too, was out. I was too shy 
to get in couch with Alan Rowe. 

Slowly, disheartened, I returned to the pracdcalidea of 
life. Among the mail on my desk was a letter from the 
Swiss-Egyptian Company, a corporation that owned Egypt's 
most exdusive hotels. It was an invitation to spend a week, 
all expenses paid, at the Kataract Hotel in Aswan. The 
Kataraa at this time was the world’s most luxurious hotel. 
Only the very rich could afford its races; Swiss-Egyptian 
must have thought there were a good many wealthy Germans 
among my readers. This was a welcome opportunity of 
escape from Cairo, and I accepted by telegram. 

I took the night train for A^wan that evening- The train 
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ran along the banks of the Nile, and watching the great 
river as it flowed in its eternal course helped me forget my 
loneliness. At the Kataract I was properly impressed, as a 
young man should be, by the silver and crystal and smart 
young women, but 1 was soon out in search of antiquity. The 
hotel was near the famous Valley of the Kings, with its colos¬ 
sal statue of Ramies and its tombs bedded deep in the sand¬ 
stone of the mountains. Making my way through the 
tunnels of the three* and four-thousand-year-old grave 
chambers, it was as though I had left the contemporary 
world behind, to breathe the raiei air of other centuries and 
epochs. 

1 avoided the wealthy tourists. 1 spent most of my time 
among the ruins, and the chain that linked me to the past 
was strong again. I had seen the tombs of kings and queens 
who were contemporaries of the patriarchs of the Bible. I 
had walked on soil trod by Jacob, and seen ornaments and 
designs the Patriarch had seen when he and his sons had 
come to visit Joseph. The Biblical past had become vibrantly 
alive to me. In Aswan and the Valley of the Kings I had 
found myself again. 

I spoke to the natives, men and women who bad never left 
their place of birth. Despite their poverty and pitifully low 
standard of living, some of them, I found, reflected their 
country’s past greatness. One farmer, old and poor, had two 
wives and twelve children, all of whom he supported on 
about twenty-five dollars a year. He and his family lived 
irt a but made from flattened*out oil tins discarded by the 
hotel. As I spoke with him two elegant women from the 
Kataract rode by on well*groomed horses. 

I asked the old farmer, “ Doesn’t such wealth around you 
make you envious? ” 

“Envious? " He was surprised. ’’God gave me a body 
and a soul. What more do I need?" 
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“ Perhaps you’re right. But wouldn’t a little money help? ” 
He shook his head, “We're all equal. We enter the 
world naked, and naked we leare it. Allah has made my 
life the way it was meant to be/' 

Was this rcsignadoQ, contenonent, or fatalism? At 
twcnty*oiie I was too young to know the right answer, but 
the philosophy of this old Arab impressed me. 

The next day I went to the litde village of El-ShaJlala. 
Six miles from Aswan, El^Shallala is the last stop on the 
railroad; from it ships leave for Wadi Haifa and the Sudan. 
I strolled through the bazaar, sniffing the strong fragrances 
of the spice shops. At the Uctle inn I drank a cup of sm^ng, 
aromatic coffee. With nearly two hours to kill, 1 walked 
along the banks of the Nile, watching the fishermen who 
slept in the sun while the women mended their nets. Near 
the river was a cluster of some fifteen huu. Farmers knelt 
in the water washing their cattle—the grey zamouses, the 
heavy cows of Egypt. After leaving the river bank, I passed 
among the huts. Suddenly an old man stepped from behind 
one of the low clay buildings, blocking my path. 

•'Saidi Chawadjah” he said, greeting me in friendly 
Arabic. The man’s face was deeply wrinkled, his body 
bent. He was dressed in rags. 

1 returned hia greeting and made as if to pass, but he 
continued to stand in my way. 

"I have something for you/’ the old man said. Under 
his arm was a longish object wrapped in old Egyptian news- 
paper- 

“ I don’t want to buy anything,” I told him, and backed 
away, reaching for some coins in my pocket- 
The old man removed the newspaper from his package, 
and held the mummy of a child up to ray face. I almost 
screamed at the dried hair, the parchraent-like forehead, 
the protruding skeleton of a foot. 
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The old mao muttered, “She died in the great famine. 
She was prepared for eternity, and now she is yours.” 

" Take it away,” I said shaiply. 

But he persisted wheediingly, “It is for you, my friend. 
Take it.” 

Despite my horror, I found it difficult to tear my eyes away 
from the child's face in its bindings of linen strips. From 
the lower grey-brown bindings hung a single object, a gold 
ankk cross (crux ansata), the symbol of never-ending life. 
I stared at the ankh, both repelled and fascinated. 

“ Refuse me,” he began anew, “ and refuse what I offer you. 
But there is one thing you cannot refuse, your ka.** 

Here again was Munim’s ka. 1 threw some coins at his 
feet, pushed past him, and walked rapidly away from the 
village. Hii fading words followed me: " You can’t escape 
your destiny, for from destiny there is no escape. ...” 

That night I slept badly, and the next day on the train 
back to Cairo 1 was badly fatigued. The two-day trip 
seemed like seven, and over and over again, like some uiUaoly 
litany, I heard the old man’s parting cry. 

I telephoned Munim from the Cairo station and asked if 
he was free to see me. We agreed to meet in an hour at 
Shepheard’s Hotel. At the pension 1 unpacked, bathed 
quiddy, and hurried ofE to our appointment. Munim was 
waiting on the terrace. 

“How waa your trip? ” he asked me, smiling. 

I told him of the Valley of the Kings and my experience 
at El-Shallala. I asked if I had done wrong in refusing to 
buy the old man's grisly wares. 

“Some day, Paul,” said Munim, “you will return to El- 
ShallaU. The c^d man was right. You cannot escape your 
kar 

“ Really, Munim,” I laughed. “ 'This is nonsense.” 

"You are mistaken,” said Munim evenly. 
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** But I cannot accept fatalism in so obvious a form.” 

Munim'a eyes prol^d mine. “If God has sec the stars so 
steadfasdy in cheir orbits, why should he allow you a human 
being to wander aimlessly? I do not say your future is 
rigidly predetermined. But I do say it is up to you to accept 
or reject your opportunities, and so shape that future closer 
to your heart’s desire. The old man could not understand 
why you refused from him something important to the fulfil¬ 
ment of your deadny.” 

“How,” I demanded, “could this old man grasp things 
about me 1 don’t even know about myself? No human 
being has that power.” 

“Read the prophets. Understand the real meaning of 
Jesus' teachings; and you will cease to be an unbeliever in 
the power of the unknown.” 

“Munim, what you consider theology, I consider lupersu- 
lion,” 

Munim shook his head. “ What is it you wish to do with 
your life, Paul? Once you told me it was your purpose to 
seek out the truth. Your approach was the right one, for 
you found that truth in the Bible. Read the Bible closely 
and you will find that other truth of which I speak.” 

" Munim, I am confused. What am I to do? ” 

"Resolve your doubts, and become an archaeologist.” 

" But the years of study, Munim. The endless years of 
preparadon. . . . I am no longer a child, just embarking on 
my education.” 

Munim smiled. "All men are children. There is no 
dme that is not also opportunity, and a man is never too old 
to learn. I believe the old man was right, Paul, and that 
one’s destiny is inescapable, You have told me your obses¬ 
sion is the past, and the past will also be your future. Since 
the night we met I have felt there is something different 
about you, and now I perceive that your difference from 
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Other mea is this strange spiritual link you have with the 
past” 

He pressed my arm. “For you the things of the past 
shall glitter and become alive. That is your destiny, Paul. 
Follow it.” 

"Then I must change my entire life.” 

It was as if he had not heard me. "Paul,” Munim said, 
"why not go to Palestine? ” 

"Palestine?” 

"You love and respect the Bible, and know it well. Go to 
the land where the Bible was lived. Somewhere there you 
will find what you are looking for.” 

"But my assignment, unfortunately, is to Egypt. I am 
not free financially to do as I please." 

He shrugged and said, "God opens the door.” He rose 
from the table. "Come see me Tuesday evening of next 
week, if you can." 

I strolled alone through the warm night back to my 
pension. The conversation with Munim had relieved me, 
and I could think now of the old man of El-Sh allala without 
fear or apprehension. Perhaps Munim was right, and I 
should change my profession. I wanted nothing more, yet 
it seemed impossible. 

Three days later, returning to the pension, T found a tele* 
gram slipped under my doOT. It was from my editor in 
Berlin, and it read r political events in Palestine arousing 

GREAT INTEREST HERE. LEAVE IMMEDIATELY FOR JERUSALEM. 
WILL INSTRUCT FURTHER THROUGH CONSULATE. 

I sank weakly to the bed, remembering Munim's parting 
words: " Come see me next week, if you can." Before going 
to bed that eight I prayed, and never before have I felt so 
close to God. " God opens the door," Munim had told me, 
and he was right 


Ill 

Ciy' of Holiness 


I tXE Rome, Jerusalem is bedded in valleys beeween its 
seven hills. On the ease is the Valley of Kidjon, and above 
^ Kidron the Mount of Olives; on the west and south 
Wadi er-Rababi bounds the Holy City, meeting the Valley 
of Kidron near the Pool of Siloam. The dty is like a white 
diamond set in the majesty of the Judean Hills. 

Walking through the narrow streets I could see Mount 
Moriah, where Abraham had readied his lacrihce, and where 
Solomon built the fint great temple to Yahweh. I saw 
Mount Zion and in the further distance the mount where 
Christ defied Satan. 

I followed the narrow alleys of the bazaars to the Mosque 
of Omar, third most holy shrine in the Moslem world. Built 
about seven hundred years ago and named after the second 
Caliph Omar, the Mosque stood on ground once occupied 
by the Temple of Solomon and the Synedrion of the time of 
Christ. Its blue mosaics and bronze cupola are landmarks 
in Jerusalem. I paused before tb at part of the ancient temple 
walls where Jews still mourn their tragic past, and went to 
the Church of the Holy Sepulchre, where the Christians 
worship, 

In Jerusalem the old and the new worlds mingle aa the 
waters of two great rivers. People from every comer of the 
earth have come here, prodigal sons by the thousand, to 
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await che opening of a magic dooi. Jerusalem is both a 
dream and the answer to a vision. 

In the faces o£ Jerusalem’s Jews I saw the dream of Zion. 
For some Jerusalem was their nanve land; for others it was 
the land of their forefathers upon which they had laid a 
spiritual claim. These were the men and women who had 
fled persecution. Faces out of the Old Testament, wearing 
long beards and sideburns, they waited for the coming of 
the Lord. For them the ancient prayers were more impor* 
tant than che new ploughs and harrows the young Zionists 
so eagerly awaited. The old men dreamt not of the land, but 
of the Lord. 

The faces of the Christians held another dream—life 
eternal. I saw it in their eyes, lowered in reverence, as they 
walked che Via Dolorosa, knelt in the Garden of Gethsemane, 
stood in veneration at Mount Calvary. The monks in their 
woollen robes, some white, some brown, some black, knew 
their dream would And fulfilment both for those they saved 
and for themselves. Their fate was with Christ and their 
task to spread His eternal Gospel. 

1 saw, too, the dream of the Moslems. In the fierce, implac* 
able eyes of ascetic Bedouins 1 saw it; in the faces of Arab 
sheiks, golden daggers flashing at their waists; in the almond 
eyes of the beautiful women of Damascus, of Amman, and 
the vast deserts. They dreamed chat once again Allah would 
punish the infidel and return to them their land. 

I had arrived in Jerusalem on a Friday, the Sabbath of the 
Moslems. The next day, Saturday, was che Sabbath of the 
Jews, and the next the Sabbath of che Christians. 

That Friday I watched thousands of Arabs pass through 
the winding streets of the bazaar. I followed their procession 
to the Mosque of Omar. Many fellahtn were there from the 
nearby villages, as well as Bedouins of the desert with their 
daggers and scimicars. These men came from the Trans- 
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jordau desert, the Dead Sea villages, and from Hebron, the 
town where Abraham once lived. 1 waited as they went 
to their prayers, then rejoined them in the bazaars. 
All the shops were busy, Pronged by a festive, cheerful 
crowd. 

Shortly before sundown the scene changed dramatically. 
Many s^ps dosed and the narrow streets fell silent. Out 
of the old houses came the Orthodox Jews wearing theli 
finest caftans, colourful long-sicevcd garments tied at the 
waist by a girdle. The women were bedecked like brides 
of the Sabbath, tbdr heavy silken robes rustling with every 
step. OS the Jews hurried to their houses of worship, many 
of these still situated in catacombs and cellars dug in the days 
of the Maccabees. 

All the next day the Holy City was quiet, until sundown, 
when the Jews returned to their daily work. And on the 
next day silence reigned again in Jerusalem. But soon 
enough this silence was broken by the ringing from the 
chapels and churches of Christendom of hundreds of bells. 
The Christians began to celebrate their day of rest. Catholic 
processions of priests in jewelled copes, of monks and nuns, 
eyes fixed to the crosses in their bands, passed through the 
same streets to their holy places. The Protestants, carrying 
their thick Bibles, gathered on the steps of tbdr churches. 

That afternoon I returned to the fortification ruins. It 
was here Jeremiah upbraided King Zedekiah and the people 
of Judea for betraying their God, and here the Babylonians 
of Nebuchadnezzar had wreaked their destruction. On this 
very spot, in ]68 b.c., the Hebrews defied the Seleucid King 
Aniiochus IV (Epiphanes). And here, too. Jesus chased the 
moneychangers from the temple. 

I stood surrounded by three thousand years of history, and 
the magnitude of what had occurred here was as thrilling to 
me as if I had wimessed it myself- Fleetingly aware of the 
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bustle around me, Lost in contemplatioii, I forgot how long 
I stood there on those hallowed steps. 

That evening I visited my friend Adolph Reifcnberg. 
Keifenberg had been a fellow student at the University of 
Berlin. Now, at the University of Jerusalem, Adolph taught 
geology, but strangely his residence here had made of him 
an ardent numismatisc. After I had told Adolph about my 
plans he said, “ Come, 1 have something to show you,” and, 
gening up from the table, he led me to his study. There he 
spread a velvet cloth on the table and from the drawer took 
a small box. One by one, he displayed his magnificent col- 
leccioo of ancient coins. They were gold, silver, and bronze. 
There were silver shekels from the Maccabean era, coins 
from the time of the Procurators, from the reign of Pontius 
Pilate. The history of Palestine from the time of Alexander 
the Great to the destruction of Jerusalem was spread out 
before me on Adolph's uble. 

" So many coins,” I said. " How did you find them? ” 

Adolph made an offhand gesture. The Arabs are always 
finding them when they farm or build, and 1 have many 
friends among the Arabs.” This was an archaeological trade 
secret I later put to good use. 

I left Adolph’s house that night with a letter of introduc¬ 
tion CO Professor Sukenik, head of the ArchaeoLogJcal Depart¬ 
ment of the newly founded Hebrew University of Jerusalem. 
Among Sukenik's finds, all of them excavated in the vicinity 
of Jerusalem, I saw Roman marble sarcophagi, bronze dag¬ 
gers, Assyrian cuneiform tablets, a pair of gold earrings worn 
probably by a Jewish noblewoman in the days of the second 
temple, mosaics excavated from synagogues of the Byzantine 
period. 

Though interesting, these antiquities did not compare with 
those 1 had seen in ^e Cairo Museum. Sukenik told me his 
department was new and lacked the funds necessary for 



CITY OF HOLINESS ^ 

large-scale archaeological research. For more than fifty 
years outstanding objeas had been found in Palestine, but 
under the Ottoman regime most of them had been sent to 
the British Museum in London and to other museums the 
world over. 

“New York’s Metropolitan Museum and the Louvre in 
Paris have more Palesdnian antiquities of the Biblical period 
than we will ever find. You see how poor we are, and one 
cannot dig without money. But one day,” he said emphati¬ 
cally, '’one day we wiD have our own museum, and it will 
astonish the world.” 

Sukenik's attitude struck me as somewhat materialistic and 
utilitarian. For him Biblical archaeology had but one pur¬ 
pose, to glorify the Jews and Palestine. The job of his 
department was to prove the greatness of the early Hebrew 
nation. He was indiSerenc to the discovery of antiquities 
of Babylonian, Assyrian, Greek, or Roman origin. It was 
hard for me to accept Sukenik's chauvinism, but despite our 
differences we became good friends. 

That day I rented a small four-roomed house in the 
Christian Arab quarter of Murara. My landlord found a ser¬ 
vant for me, a young Arab boy from Bitdr named Mahmud. 
Mahmud had served previously in the household of a British 
official, and came with good references. 

In the following weeks I became better acquainted with 
ancient Jerusalem. The old dty was like a mirror held to 
the past. Many of the houses near the Mosque of Omar and 
the Wailing Wall still stood on Roman and Hebrew founda¬ 
tions. Archways connecting houses bore the chisel marks 
of Greek, Roman, and Byzantine masons. Over these pave¬ 
ments, scarred and worn, the prophets had once walked. 

I felt at home in the ancient streets and quarters. Only 
three months had passed since I had left Germany, yet my 
immediate past had. to me, the substance of a dream. In 
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the Holy Land 1 had found the air sweetest to my lungs, the 
food that satisfied my soul. 

At the American School of Oriental Research I listened 
with open mind to the lectures of its archaeologists, and 
through them became increasingly familiar with the 
methods of modern Biblical archaeology, its exacting 
research, its careful excavation, recording, and speedy pub* 
lication. 1 read the books my new aichaeolo^cal friends 
recommended, but in a helter-skelter, unsystematic way, the 
result of my desperation to absorb as much information and 
learning as possible in the shortest time. What 1 needed was a 
mentor-teacher wiihng to direct my studies systematically, 

It soon became apparent to me that the study of archae¬ 
ology required the mastering of several related sciences. 
History, including under its rubric reli^on, art, invention, 
fashion, economics was only the first of these. Archaeology 
is also related to anthropology, since no archaeologist can 
ignore what the anthropologist can tell him of culture and 
psychology of various races from ancient up to modem dmes, 
The archaeologist must also be familiar with geology; know¬ 
ledge of the geolopcal formations of an excavation site is 
of die first importance. The connection between archaeology 
and architecture is a dose one; without trained architects 
and surveyors in the field the archaeologist cannot secure 
reliable plans on which excavation is based, and knowledge 
of the arebiteaure with which people built their first houses 
and places of worship is essential, since each period has its 
spedfic type and kind of buildings. The deugn of a Baby¬ 
lonian temple is different from that built by the Assyrians, 
In the temple of Solomon we find Phoenidan influences. 
The Egyptian pyramid was influenced by the early 
Babylonian dggurat (temple-tower), Greek and Roman 
temples have idr origins in all of these. The huge Egyp¬ 
tian pillars of the temple of Kamak in Luxor ate reborn in 
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the elegance of the Doric pillars of the Greek temples of 
Aphrodite. 

A knowledge of how the men of early civilizations bandied 
the problems of engineering is also important to the archae¬ 
ologist. Long before the Roman Ttaducta, the Babylonians 
and Assyrians had elaborate systems of drainage in th^ 
palaces and in their cities of Nineveh and Ur. Copper 
plumbing was known in the Mycenaean period ( 1500-1 joo 
B.C.); King Kronos of Crete had an intricate system of palace 
baths. The knowledge of chemistry is another sine qua non for 
the acchaeologisc, for chemical substances of the earth pr> 
duce a patina or overlay, which in its various colours estab¬ 
lishes the identity of objeas dug from the ground. Silver 
becomes overlaid with a purple-violet patina; glass, red- 
green. gold, or silver; bronze, green or red. according to the 
soil in which the objects were buried or entombed. Only 
gold never deteriorates or changes regardless of how long or 
where it is buried. 

These are some of the sciences with which the archaeolo¬ 
gist must become familiar, for not only does he dig for relics: 
bis task is to reconstruct the society of men as it once existed 
in all its complexity and dlversidcation. 

Discouraged by the enormity of the cask ahead of me. I 
was overcome by loneliness and dissatisfaction. In the next 
weeks I made two friends who helped me during this difficult 
period when I frequently considered giving the whole thing 
up and returning to Germany. Father Fleurant. of the 
Monastery of St. Anne in the Via Dolorosa, was librarian of 
the Franciscans in Jerusalem. He was also curator of the 
monastery's small museum of archaeological relics. Though 
less learned than my other archaeologica] friends, he was 
intelligent and understanding. Through him 1 met his con¬ 
stant companion, Rabbi Ben-Goral, a young man of great 
warmth and enthusiasm. 
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1 often wUhed Munim was is Jerusalem to join in our 
discussions. My letters to him at his church in Cairo had 
gone unanswered, so 1 knew he was in Addis Ababa. Munim 
had promised me an introduction to Flinders Petrie, and 
I waited impatiently for word from him. 

Sir William Matthew Flinders Petrie was at this time the 
world’s outstanding archaeologist. Petrie had uncovered the 
tombs of the first dynasty at Abydos, and the gravestones of 
Memeptah at Thebes, containing the earliest known Egyp 
tian reference to Israel. In Palestine Sir Flinders had dis> 
covered the ten lost ddes at Tell el-Hesy, south of Jerusalem. 
His books were fundamental to any study of antiquity. 
Independent by nature and habit, his connection with the 
universities was a Loose one. At present Petrie was working 
on his new book, Palestine and Israel, which promised great 
advances in Biblical archaeology. To know Petrie would 
have meant much to me. 

He lived in an Arab house surrounded by a well-kept gar¬ 
den in Abator, a quarter of Jerusalem on the eastern slopes 
of Mt. Zion, between the city and Bethlehem. Petrie had 
been described to me as both cordial and helpful, though he 
avoided those who rhight waste his time. I knew I was 
presuming, but when a week passed with no word from 
Munim I could no longer resist the temptation to call upon 
him. 

1 was shown into Petrie’s study, where the great man was 
busy with his papers. I regretted my intrusion, but Sir 
Flinders made me at ease with a flash of his kindly blue eyes. 
He was a tall man, grey at the temples, tanned and slightly 
built, He had the unmistakable stamp of the British aristo¬ 
crat. I liked him on sight. 

What can I do for you? " he asked me pleasantly. 

“If you don’t mind,” I stammered, “I'd just like to calk.” 

He smiled. “And how should we begjn? ” 
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I pulled myself together. "Sir Flinders, that is precisely 
the question, and the reason why I have come to see you.” 

Petrie gave me a puzzled look, and I blurted, “I must 
become an archaeologist, and I don’t know how to begin> 
That is-” I stopped, floundering in confusion. 

‘‘There is only one way to begin,” said Petrie. “Study 
the Bible till you know it as indmaiely as the back of your 
hand. Read it in its most ancient versions, the Hebrew and 
the Aramaic. Then leam hieroglyphics. Study cuneiform 
and the geological formations. Then, if you are ready, and 
only if you are ready, dig.” 

He understood my discouraged silence, ” The first requi* 
site is padence,” he went on. ‘‘What has been buried for 
thousands upon thousands of years can wait a few more 
years to be uncovered.” 

It was as if Munim sat before me. Like Munim, Petrie 
had the rare presence and authority of the man of faith, 
dedicated only to God and truth. 

It seemed Petrie had taken a liking to me; we calked fox 
hours, dll Lady Petrie knocked on the door to remind Sir 
Flinders it was dinner dme. They invited me to join them. 
Lady Petrie was her husband’s co-worker in every sense of 
the word, and shared his love of archaeology; she accepted 
me warmly. They both had that rare spirit oi understanding 
the world in terms of the past linked to the present and even 
to the future. In the Petries was a quality not only of breed 
and intellea but of tbe soul, that old-fashioned word In dis¬ 
repute today, and It seemed to me that much of this quality 
of the soul had been fashioned by their work, dedicated and 
painstaking and idealistic. 

I left their house that night determined to live the kind 
of life Sir Flinders lived. I still had doubts; I would be 
abandoning a promising writing career, would be destroying 
any imme^ate possibility of marriage and a family, would 
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be curdng mysdi adrift from a safe and convendonal course 
of life for what most people would consider a chimera. But 
1 had at last made up my mind. 

When I returned a few days later to the house in Abator, 
1 was disappointed to lind Sir Flinders out of the city. Lady 
Petrie invited me into the garden. 

"Well," she asked, "have you reached yotir decision? " 

"Yes." 

She smiled. " I'm g)ad. Both of us have much confidence 
in you and your future.” 

Lady Petrie took a letter from the pocket of her dress. 
" This letter arrived this morning. It is from Munim, who 
speaks of you in glowing terms. I would take it as a good 
omen char you arrived before the lecter, and in a sense made 
your decision independently of what influence it could have 
had upon my husband. Sir Flinders will be glad to help 
you, as much as be can.” 

I took the old lady’s hand and pressed it, and our friend¬ 
ship was sealed. 



IV 

Baptism at Beth-shan 

*T this time in His career Flbders Petrie was uooccu- 
pied with field work, and I became his private pupil. 

^ For months I went to bis study three times a week, 
where I studied the sociology of andent times, an forms in 
pottery, the archaeological evolution of time, the reading 
and understanding of history, the dlfierentiation of layers 
of dvilizadon as to period, and—perhaps the most important 
of all—where to sink the first spade and how to tell the 
genuine object from the sham by a couch of the fingerdps. 

Dr. Hamilton of the Institute of Oriental Research was 
leaving shortly to excavate near the town of Beisan in the 
valley of Esdraelon. Hamilton said he would be delighted 
to have me accompany him on the expedition. Sir Flinders, 
who did not wane me to concentrate on book learning alone, 
urged me to go along with Dr. Hamilton and his assodate. 
Dr. niffe. 

“ But let me give you a word of advice,” he told me. “ Keep 
your eyes and ears open and your mouth shut. There Is 
time in the future to ofier opinions. And take special oodee 
of the Oxford method.” 

I had no idea of what the Oxford method was, but thought 
it better to see it for myself- A few days later the expedition 
party met at the old Jerusalem post office in the early 
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morning hours. Including myself we were a party of twelve: 
Brs. Hamilton and Diffe, two photographers, two experts 
in geology and chemistry, Helen Macloyd, an Englishwoman 
who had once worked with Flinders Petrie, an Arabic inspec¬ 
tor from the Department of Antiquides and his Moslem 
factotum, who later proved useful as interpreter and liaison 
man between the Arab workers and sdentisrs of the expedi¬ 
tion. 

In three hours’ time our two cars had reached the plain of 
Esdraelon. After we passed the village of Zer-'In we saw 
before us the hill of Nebi-Dahi, identified by historians and 
archaeologista as the hill of Moreh. To the right was the 
loW'lying plain called the Valley of Jezreel. In the centre 
of this fertile plain, which extends to the River Jordan, is 
the town of Bcisan. 

Our road turned to the north>ea$c, and a short time later we 
arrived at the Zionist colony of Affulah. The Zionists, who 
had bought large areas of the surrounding plain from the 
Arabs, hoped that one day Afiulah would be an important 
agricultural centre. From Affulah there was a good road 
leading to Beisan, thirteen miles away. This was my first 
trip through the landscape of the Bible, and I listened dosely 
as my British friends connected the villages and topography 
with events in the Bible that had occurred thousands of years 
b the past. We made our way through the Arab settlement 
of Ain Jalud (Gideon's fountam), and I was surprised to 
hear from Helen Madoyd that the story of Gideon was still 
remembered here among the native people. 1 thought to 
myself that many other memories passed down from genera¬ 
tion to generation must still be alive in these parts. 

As we left behind the Jewish settlement of Ain Harod, I 
was reminded that what was now the site of a modem 
puxnpmg station once had been a spring where Bedouins 
found refreshment. Another battle had been fought here 
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seven hundred years ago between the Khwarizmian Mongols 
and the Egyptian Sidtan Baibais, who in defeating the 
Mongols &eed Palestine from its invaders. Many Egyptian 
Moslems, Hamihon told me, made an annual pilgrimage 
here. 

We had but one more village to pass before reaching 
Beisan: the Jewish communal Beit Alfa, situated on the 
slopes of Gilboa. Here Professor Sukenik and ocher Hebrew 
scholars had found remains of a Jewish synagogue of the 
sixth century A.n. Subsequently excavated* the ruins had 
revealed fine mosaic doors with elaborate Biblical representa* 
dons, and signs of the zodiac in fine tesellated designs. 
Aramaic and Greek inscripdona dated the floors from the 
time of Emperor Justinian. 

Finally we entered the outskira of Beisan* known in 
Biblical times as Bech-shan. During the dme of the patriarchs 
the town, the ancient cross*roads erf Babylon, Damascus, and 
Jerusalem, had been important militarily and as a trade 
centre. During the fifteenth century it bad been the fortress 
of the Egyptian Pharaoh Tuth-moses HI, whose governor 
ruled over the nadve Canaanites, a Semitic people who 
inhabited Palestine at the time of the Hebrew conquest ca< 
1130 B.c. The Canaanites had built two great temples, one 
to Mekel, the city god of Beth'Sban, the other to his female 
counterpart. Other temples had certainly existed; at lease 
three temple ruins from the period bad been found. 

Beisan was an archaeologist’s dream, for nine different 
levels of the dry had been excavated previously, each of them 
richly revealing in Biblical history. Sacrificial instruments, 
figurines, and gold jewellery from this locale are in the 
British Museum and Jerusalem’s Rockefeller Museum. 
They testify to the wealth and comfort in which people of 
the time lived under Canaanite-Hebrew rule. 

The next stratum revealed the town of Ramses II and his 
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succttsor, down to the period of approximately 950 b.c. Ruins 
of Canaanite temples of the same period had been dis* 
covered: one, the Temple of Dagon, dedicated to the god 
Reseph; the other dedicated to the goddess Astarte. 

Other levels had shown traces of early Philistine, Israelite, 
and Assyrian cultures, arnong them a Philistine place of wor¬ 
ship, the walls of an Israelite temple, and monuments to the 
Assyrian winged god Ashurshamesh. One of the latter can 
be seen In the British Museum. 

Most probably an cartht^uake and the resulting hre had 
destroyed the dty; pottery, brick, and stone found in the 
succeeding strata were charred and broken. Soon afterwards 
the Hebrews, Greeks, and Romans had resettled Beth-shan, 
building magnificent houses, temples, and amphitheatres. 
In the early second century bx. the Greeks re-named Berh- 
shan Scythopolis, after a Scythian tribe chat had once inva¬ 
ded the city, The name '‘Scythopolis” occurs in the 
Septuagint of the Old Testament, In this era a Greek*Roman 
temple dedicated to Dionysus was important as a place of 
worship and the site for the annual commemoration of 
Sprbg; it attraaed many from the nearby towns and villages 
of Esdradon. 

With the growth of Jewish pewer, Scythopolis in 107 bx. 
passed into the hands of the Jewish high priest John 
Hyreanus. It remained under Maccabean rule until forty- 
three years later, when Palestine became a Roman province, 

In more recent levels of Bech-shan, remnants of one of the 
first Christian circular churches, built after Constantine I 
recognized Christianity as the Roman religion in a.d. 330 , 
have been found. Various other excavations revealed the 
important role the city played in the early and middle 
Byzantine periods as one of the pillars of nascent Chris¬ 
tendom. 

The Bech-shan excavations were an outstanding example 
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of archaeologicd skill aad method that had verified history 
known only through the Bible. 

Before going to the site Hamilton and IllSc had chosen, 
we had lunch in a little street caf^ in modem Beisan. Many 
of the mins of ancient Beth-shan and Scythopolis were now 
monuments in the modem quarter. In the market place 
opposite our caf4 stood a black granite stele (obelisk) with 
hieroglyphic writing from the period of Pharaoh Sed L Near 
the well stood a marble sarcophagus of exquisite Roman 
masonry. 

As we rode to the site on the outskirts of the dey, I 
reviewed in my mind the purpose of our expedition. During 
a hundred years of archaeological excavations in Bdaan. 
little or nothing had been uncovered revealing the influence 
of early Babylonia. It was generally accepted that in the 
Hebrew patriarchal period, around 1800 B.C., Babylonian 
influence must have been strong in Canaan; many Babylo¬ 
nian cuneiform tablets had been found there. The Beth* 
shan that had been of importance in Biblical history had 
assuredly been touched by Babylonian culture, and we meant 
to find material evidence of it. 

On Hamilton's site bricks had been discovered that had 
once belonged to a Babylonian zlggurat (temple-tower). 
Unlike other Babylonian bricks, those from Beth-shan bore 
no cuneiform writing, and the exact date of their period 
could not be determined. It was entirely possible that the 
bricks had been brought here from elsewhere by an Arab 
for the building of a house the Arab had never completed. 
In this case, the actual ruins of the ziggurat might be not on 
the ute Hamilton had chosen, but far distant from it. 

Arriving at the site, our Arab helpers, who had been hired 
in the town, put up four cents that would serve as shelter. 
One of these I shared with Dr. Iliffe. Another served as a 
study and workroom. Hee, where our photographic equip- 
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ment, tools, files, and records were kept, the Arabs set up 
folding chairs and cables. 

Settled, we went back co look at the site area already 
fenced off with rope for excavation- About forty by sixty 
feet in size, the north side of the site was bounded by a 
natural formation of limestone rock greatly deteriorated by 
rain and weather. The Babylonians had often used such 
a natural outcropping as one of their temple walls. Hamilton 
believed that within the roped>off area the ancient ruins of 
Babylonian brick walls woidd be found. 

We were on chc site early next morning. When the work¬ 
men pushed the first shovel into the ground we breathed a 
silent prayer- As we turned over the surface, we found 
pottery shards of Arabic or late Byzantine origin, but none 
chat were Babylonian. The shovelfuls of earth were poured 
into open baskets and carried by Arab girls and women to 
the work tent, where the soil was examined carefully for 
more shards of pottery and brick. It was monotonous work 
as Hamilton, Iliffe, Helen Macloyd, and I sat on the ground 
lifting the dirt. At the site the Arab inspector supervised 
the digging, which together with the sifdng continued till 
nightfall, interrupced only by lunch. The excavation ditch 
was now one foot deep and ^rty-five feet long, and we had 
found nothing. 

Buc neither Hamilton nor Iliffe was discouraged. Their 
calculations and blueprints told chem this was the spot where 
the Babylonian zigguiac of Beth-shan had once stood. What 
made Hamilton’s theory more plausible was the fact that 
some months before he bad found, not far from the present 
site, a dried-out well in disuse for more than three thousand 
years, He believed Babylonian worshippers had used this 
well for ceremonial cleansing before entering the temple 
itself. 

The next day we began photographing the site for an 
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accurate record of our progress, and on the third day Hamil¬ 
ton ordered the crew to pickaxe the rock formation. No 
trace of man-made walls was found. 

By the fourth day we had still accomplished nothing- If 
this was typical of archaeolo^cal held work, I found it dull 
and unrewarding. Perhaps I was too young for the virtue 
of patience- I looked for every shov^ul of dirt to yield 
new discoveries; 1 found it hard to understand the confidence 
of my friends despite their failure. I left the site to stroll 
through the narrow streets of Belsan, talking to the people 
in the bazaar and sitting in the caf6 at the market place, 
dreaming of Esdraelon’e past. 

One day I visited the ruins of a Canaanite temple. On 
its altar animals had been sacrificed and their blood offered 
up to the gods. The place bad a magnetic power and aroused 
my imagination; I went to dream before it by the hour, for¬ 
getting both the expedinon and the newspaper article that 
^ould have been claiming my anention. 

There muse, I thought, be a more profitable way of reveal¬ 
ing the past than my friends ac the site had been able to 
discover; perhaps modem archaeologists relied too heavily 
on sdentific method and calculadon. 1 understood the need 
for pracdcai photography, for blueprints, for careful research- 
But 1 wondered if scholars did not ignore a valuable source 
of information in the folklore of the natives—chdr stories, 
legends, and sagas that were pan of che Bible. In talking to 
the people of Bdsan I bad been surprised to find that much 
of their folklore and legend was still alive. Most of these 
people could ndther read nor write; but, though illiterate, 
their knowledge of historical events was amazingly accurate. 
Facta we knew from ancient scriptures were part of thdr 
daily reference. 

One old man told me that once the body of a king had 
been put upon the dty walls to dry in the sun, and that the 
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king's spirit had returned to take revenge upon his killers. 
1 asked the old man if he knew the name of this king. “ He 
had no name,” he answered. “ He was the King.” 

This was the story of King Saul, still alive three thousand 
years after his death. Many such legends were alive in the 
Holy Land, and I sensed that one day they might be the 
means through which I would find my own way of illumi- 
naung the truths of the Bible. 

It was shortly before sunset that Friday afternoon when 
one of the workmen found half a brick In the excavation 
ditch. Hamilton examined the brick thoroughly and dipped 
one comer of it into water. In less than two seconds the 
wet portion had dried completely, proof chat the brick was 
thousands of years old. It was of Babylonian origin, for 
analysis of the clay found it a combination of sand, straw, 
and mortar used exclusively by the people who lived on the 
Euphrates river. Hamilton's theory had been confirmed. 
It was extremely unlikely that this brick had been brought 
by Arabs to the site; in that case it would have been found 
closer to the surface of the ground. 

Three more brick fragments were discovered the next 
morning. Discarding our shovels in our excitement, we dug 
the earth with our bare hands. Every bit of shard or clay 
found now was vitally important. But our enthusiasm soon 
waned, for the next brl^ fragment we found had burn 
marks, meaning that the temple had been destroyed by fire. 
Probably those bricks that had escaped destruction had been 
carried from the site and used for other buildings after fire 
had razed the temple. Though we now had sufficient 
evidence of the temple itself, the, disco very of its exact loca¬ 
tion would require three times the number of Arab workmen 
we had to expand the sice and dig to the temple foundations. 
The work would take at least seven months, and new funds 
would be needed for it. 
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Tht rope fences were left standing and two watchmen 
hired to prcpcnt the local Arabs from treasure-hunimg. The 
site was declared the property of the Department of /^tjqui- 
ties and we left for Jerusalem the next day. 

So ended my first archaeolo^cai expedition. 

At least five thousand poimds were needed to continue the 
excavation at Beisan, and four months would pass before 
Hamilton and the Institute c£ Oriental Research would be 
able to organize a new expedition. Once the temple founda¬ 
tions were unearthed important new discoveries would be 
made, and I could not understand the casualness with which 
everyone created the delay. 1 would have continued to dig 
myself, alone. Flinders Petrie understood my eagerness, but 
warned me to be patient. 

“It U money, Pauh that makes the world go round, and 
especially the archaeologisc. There is a word I hate more 
chan any ocher in the English language--the word' budget.' 
Every institute, every organization has a budget, and we 
dangle like puppets at the end of its purse strings. If there 
is a budget we archaeologists can work and live; without one 
we can oniy write books and monographs." Petrie smiled, 
but 1 sensed his seriousness. 

“ We are totally dependent upon the good will of million¬ 
aires," Petrie went on. "Often I have thought that only 
rich men can afford to be archaeologisu." 

" like Schliemann? " 

“Schliemann was the one man who amassed his millions 
with a purpose. Only when he was rich and independent did 
he begin field work." 

"There must be another way." 

"Find it," smiled Petrie, "and archaeobgy will build a 
monument to your memory." 

I wondered if I should tell Sir Flinders of my belief that 
with the clues of local folklore and legend many discoveries 
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could be made witboui the dme and expense of large-scale 
excavation? I decided against it. Who was I, the rankest 
neophyte, to plumb for roraanric unorthodoxy with this man 
who had inaugurated the new system of carefully planned 
excavation and recording in the minutest detail? 

In the next years I spent long hours in study with Petrie 
and at my classes at the Hebrew University. There I 
immersed myself in Professor Meyer's course in ancient 
Hebrew. Aramaic, and various other Semitic idioms: demotic 
hieroglyphics, and the discoveries of Grocefend, who ninety 
years before bad deciphered cuneiform writing. 1 gave little 
time to my journalism. 

Munim had written congratulating me on my decision, 
and I beard from Alan Rowe, who made me feel closer to the 
fraternity by sending proofs of his forthcoming book. 1 was 
much in the stimulating company of Father Fleuxant and 
Rabbi Ben-Goral. Thinking back on this period of my life, 
I see it as a time of hard work, good fellowship, and hope for 
the future. I was no longer the victim of my indecision; 1 
had found my path, and meant to stick to it. 

Shortly after the expedition to Beth-shan my life changed 
greatly for the better; I became a married man. Her name 
was Sonja, and she was a refugee borne to the Holy Land on 
the tides of the Russian Revolution. A dark beauty with 
eyes blue as the Lake of Galilee, Sonja spoke R\issian and a 
liede French; she could hardly understand my verbal 
ardours. Yet three days after our first meeting we were 
married. 

Sonja took over Mahmud, my houseboy, and the little 
house on Musraxa Street, bringing the feminine touch to 
my austere bachelor's quaneis. She understood my passion 
for archaeology and quickly developed an interest in it; 
basically a religious person, the Bible had deep meaning for 
her. It was no tirne at all before she had completely reorgan- 
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ized my life. My books were catalogued, my papers stacked 
and fUed, my study cleaned and brightened with fresh fiowexe 
daily. We entertained with regularity, and my social life 
took on a pattern and solidity possible only to the man who 
has received the approval of society. 

We were frequent visitors to the American colony nearby, 
of which most of my friends from the school of Oriental 
Research were members. Discussions there with colleagues, 
friends, and priests of various denominations were fruitful for 
me. I had long since finished at the University; after a year 
1 had been able to read ancient Hebrew and cognate Semitic 
languages, and these made it possible for me to understand 
the background behind much of the Biblical writings. 

At the home of George Whiting, dean of the American 
colony, I made the acquaintance of a remarkable man, Olaf 
Madson, the Swedish archaeologist. Madson combined 
precise, sciendhc chinking with creative imagination; he was 
both an ardic and a scholar. We became good friends and 
Madson, now curator of Stockholm's Royal Archaeolo^cal 
Museum, was a welcome addition to our discussions on the 
porch of my house in Musrara. In later years Madson's help 
was invaluable to me in discovering a marble head that may 
be of Salome, the Princess of Judea. 

Jerusalem had become Sonja’s and my second home. Ita 
Biblical sices had become so familiar to me that I could find 
them even in the dark of night. I had learned through 
Adolf Reifenberg the secret of collecting and making friends 
with a number of Arab farmers on the outskirts of Jerusalem, 
and I urged them to show me what andenc relics they acci¬ 
dentally found. They had brought me a quantity of coins, 
and by now I had a fairly valuable collecdon of Greek, 
Roman, and Hebrew dinars and aurei. I was espedally 
proud of three bronze pennies from the reign of Pontius 
Pilate. Whenever Arabs brought me such coins I would go 


: 'X29 



53 DIGGING IN THE HOLY LAND 

with them Co the site of discovery, mahe an exact drawing of 
it, and ask my Arab friends to tell me what atories and 
legends they knew about it. I would then compare these with 
similar stories and legends from the scriptures. 

Flinders Petrie responded with keenest interest when I 
showed him a quarter shekel I had received from an Arab 
farmer who had told me a story of Maccabean time4> con¬ 
nected with the area in which he had discovered the coin. 
Petrie was anxious to see the spot, believing that excavation 
there might uncover a Maccabean village or town. Unfore¬ 
seen circumstances required that we drop the idea and it was 
forgotten. But Petrie’s interest had spurred my own, and 
from then on I had more con£dence in my own methods of 
deteeden. 

One evening Father Fleurant, Rabbi Ben*GoraJ, Pro¬ 
fessor Madson and I were discussing the setange names of 
Arab villages. We were talking in particular of Zorah, a 
small Arab village situated on a hill of the Southwest Judean 
mountains. The name "Zorah” was neither Arabic, 
Hebrew, nor Aramaic, but Assyrian. It meant '* curled hair.” 
McAllister’s and Garscen’s excavation in tpio had revealed 
Zorah as the birth or dwelling place of Samson, the per¬ 
former of Herculean exploits who had fought the Philistines 
and met his end at the hands of Delilah. The Arab village 
of today had preserved in its name an event that had taken 
place three thousand years before. 

This had led me to conclude that other, more obscure, 
etymological discoveries might be made along the same lines, 
and I directed my amdics towards this end. From the 
Department of Survey of Palestine’s mandate government 
I got maps of regions mentioned in the Bible. The results 
were striking, The names of at least ten contemporary 
Arab villages were traceable to their Babylonian, Assyrian, 
Phoenician, ancient Hehrew, or Aramaic roots. 
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One village, Tell el-Qassis, meant, “Hill of the Priest” and 
had received its name from the conflict of Elijah against the 
priest of Baal. An adjoining village, Khirbet el>Dehab, 
meaning “Ruin of the Saaiflce,” had been named for the 
same Biblical story. The illiterate Arabs were, of course, 
unfamiliar with both the Bible and these etymological facts. 
When I had compiled an entire Use of Arabic pl^e names 
traceable to Biblical events, I was sure I could And in ac least 
some of these villages and towns materia! evidence of the 
Biblical past, evidence discoverable at small financial cost 
With the advice of Father Fleuiant, 1 chose Zorah for my 
first expedition. A German, Shumacher, had been the last 
to excavate there some twenty years before. 

Early one August afternoon I left Jerusalem by train for 
Artuf. a village of the slopes of the Judean mountains from 
which Zorah was half a mile distant. These hills had 
once been populated by the Philistines in the time of the 
Judges, ca. noo b.c., and were the scene of constant 
skirmishes between the Philistines and the early Israelite 
settlers. 

Previous archaeological expeditions bad left their marks 
everywhere. Here were Canaanite ruins, there remnants 
of Philistine civilizadons thousands of years old. In the 
fields 1 saw two marble pillars, the remains of a Greek temple. 
I knew Shumacher had uncovered a Canaanite temple 
courtyard and a stone altar. Some of the smaller pieces of 
bronze and pottery he had found were now in the British 
Museum. 

From Artuf the road to Zorah was a narrow, rocky path 
up the hillside. It was eleven in the morning when I reached 
the town. Clustered before me were some tweocy-odd small 
yellow'white clay bouses. In their midst stood a well, fenced 
with chiselled stones at least rwo thousand years old. Beyond 
was a small white mosque with a ten-foot minaret. It was 
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as chough an iliuscradon in the Bible stories 1 had read as 
a child had come suddenly to life. 

An Arab friend, Affif el^Fastan, who was a goldsmith in 
Jerusalem, had given me the name of the village sheik, who 
proved to be cordial and anxious to help. After I introduced 
myself, he clapped his hands and women brought stools from 
the house and placed them in the shade. I cold him that I 
would like to see the place where archaeologUcs had dug 
many years before. 

The sheik rose, gave me directions, and returned to his 
house. I left the courtyard and made my way through the 
village to a terrace overlooking the valley. There I found 
the Canaanite ruins uncovered by Schumacher. The walls 
were completely crumbled. In the hillside caves were two 
chambers, once evidently the quarters of the priests, but now 
piled high with rubbish thrown there over the years by the 
villagers. 

Ic was here in these hills chat the Hebrews under Joshua’s 
leadership had settled after their exile from the land of 
Goshen in Egypt. Perhaps Joshua himself had stood where 
I now stood, waiting for the women of his tribe to bring him 
water from the village well. Here, too, the Canaanites had 
worshipped their idols, and taught the Hebrew semimomads 
the an of house coastruciion. Here later, the Hebrews had 
in cum taught the Canaanites to forget their gods and instead 
CO worship Yahweh. 

Not far from Zorah, a thousand yards below in the valley, 
lay another Arab village. Thou^ its present inhabitants 
were ignorant of the fact, this village still held the name of 
King Saul, who had once dwelt here within its walls. In the 
dme of the Judges, some three thousand years ago, there had 
been constant intercourse between the two villages. 

I was examining the temple altar when behind me I heard 
a stifled giggling. 1 turned to see several Arab boys. They 
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made my first lecture audience, as I told them of the life that 
had once flourished in these hills. I described the towns¬ 
people as they paid their homage to the first Hebrew king, 
and to the prophet Samuel who had chosen and anointed 
him. I was perhaps long-winded, and my listeners deserved 
a reward. Sonja had packed hard candy in my knapsack, 
and 1 passed it around to the delighted cl^dren. 

When I returned to the village, the shdk was wailing for 
me in the courtyard. “ Do you know these boys? ” he asked 
me. 

** We talked at the temple,” 1 said, rumpling the hair of a 
black-eyed six-year-old. 

”Thcy are my grandsons," he told me proudly. "Allah 
has been good to me. He gave me eighteen sons. The eldest 
is a grandfather himself." The sheik smiled broadly. 
" Spend the night with us. and in the morning you may dig." 

He took me to his small herd of sheep, and with a regal 
gesture indicated that I should choose the one to be 
slaughtered for our evening meal. As I later learned, this 
was done in behalf of only the most honoured gueso. 

At the banquet that night the shdk, a huge man of uxty 
with a bushy beard, was flanked by hit six oldest sons and 
four village elders. The Arabs made their devotions before 
eating, facing towards Mecca and bowing their heads several 
times to the ground. Then the sheik prayed aloud, the 
others repeating after him. The ceremony took some thirty 
minutes. We used our fingers to eat the food placed before 
us in large pottery bowls. 

As we ate we talked, and the elders told me stirring tales 
of their forefathers, tales no outsiders had heard before. We 
talked till the moon was high, and in these hours I learned 
more of Arabic customs and traditions than I had absorbed 
in years of reading. It was late when the sheik led me to the 
hut where I would sleep that night. The floor was of stamped 
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e&rth; from the wall hung a blackened kerosene lamp. On 
the ground were two blankets- Inexperienced, 1 had brought 
no bedding with me. I cook off my shirt, pulled up the 
blanket, and waited for sleep. 

It came, but not for long. I woke to a terrible itching, and 
in the dim light saw squadrons of bedbugs. I jumped to my 
feet frantically and brushed them off, but I knew that with 
bedbugs an amicable partnership was impossible, and went 
outside to the dying open fire. There I huddled till dawn, 
dozing off at intervals.. 

By seven o'clock, accompanied by two Arab helpers, 1 was 
back at the Canaanlte ruins. When we had emptied one of 
the two chambers of its rubbish I went inside to investigate, 
tapping the walls for hidden rooms and digging into the 
hard earth floor to determine if it was hollow. I searched 
everywhere for possible burial compartments, but found 
nothing. When the second chamber had been cleared of 
rubbish I searched it in a similar manner, but to no effect. 

Then I remembered my cardinal error. ‘‘W^at did you 
do with the rubbish from the first chamber? " I asked the 
men. They pointed to a heap a few feet away. They laughed 
when I began a painstaking search through the rubbish, but 
stopped when I found two pottery vessels. 

"Why did you throw these away? ” I demanded. 

" Why not? ” said one. " They arc nothing.'’ 

They were a great deal—clay jars from the time of the 
Judges, 1250-1000 B.c. About the size of a man's palm, the 
jars were of the greyish-brown clay typical of the period. 
One was obviously a perfume container. Its slender neck was 
chipped, and for half an hour I hunted through the rubbish 
pile to find the matching pieces. The other was an egg-shaped 
jug with a pointed base on which it stood when buried in 
the sand. The jug, probably a container for wine, was filled 
with lightly packed dirt; to protect it from further damage. 
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I would wait until I returned to Jerusalem before emptying it. 

Back in the village I showed my finds to Sheik Aziz, but be 
was not impressed. It puzzled him that 1 should find two 
old jars to be of such value. But for me the jars were price¬ 
less, further establishing as they did the high civUizadon of 
the Canaanites and Hebrews who had lived in the Judean 
hills. 

The sheik regretted that I must return to Jerusalem, but he 
was gratified to hear I would return one day with tools and 
equipment to excavate the temple area. He refused payment 
for his courtesy but aextepted silver coins for the poor of his 
village. I could not leave his house before taking coffee. 
While it was served I asked Aziz if he knew why his village 
bore the name of Zorah. 

It has no special meaning/* he replied. Dissatisfied with 
his answer, I explained that the name of every city, town, 
and village has a story behind it, and that this was true also 
of his own. 1 told him of the Biblical King Saul whose head¬ 
quarters against the Philistines had been in a town reminis¬ 
cent of his name. Now he understood, and told me this 
story remembered from his childhood: 

" Many years ago there lived in these hilts a man known for 
his extraordinary strength. He bad the strength of ten men; 
with one hand he could lift a heavy plough. But he had a 
single flaw: he was Coo fond of women. As the years passed 
his strength grew smaller. This man spent much time in the 
house of a beautiful widow. But she did not love him; 
rather she feared him, for he was the enemy of the man she 
loved. One day the widow asked him what it was that made 
his so strong, and he answered laughingly: * My long curled 
hair,* The next night, in his sleep, she cut his hair, and in 
the morning showed her true lover into the room. The 
strong man*s strength was gone, and he was murdered like 
a helpless lamb.” 
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“Who told you this story?" I asked the shdk. 

“My grandfather, who heard it from his father before 
him. By Allah, I have not invented it/* 

Aziz’ story was as important to me as the finding of the 
two Canaanite jars. 

When I took the two jars from my knapsack back in Jeru¬ 
salem, Son] a was at my side. Carefully 1 tapped out the dirt 
that filled the wine jug- A solid object caught my eye, then 
another. As I dusted ^em quickly my heart began to pound. 
They were two solid gold earrings, untarnished by the 
centuries—one in the shape of a bull’s head, the other in the 
form of a coiled snake. 

Gold objects from the early Hebraic period were very 
rare: only two or three similar pieces had ever been dis¬ 
covered. How had these found their way into the jar, and 
the jar into the priest’s chamber? Perhaps some Hebrew or 
Philistine noblewoman had hidden them there as a safeguard 
against thieves. My first one-man expedition had brought 
results beyond my dreams. 

Early the next morning I hurried through the city to the 
home of Flinders Petrie. He was pleased with the jars, and 
placed them in the first period of the Judges, around t soo b.c. 

“A very good find," said Petrie, "You have done very 
weU." 

“There is somethmg else," I said, and unwrapped the two 
gold earrings. The excitement and pleasure on Petrie’s face 
was worth more to me than the earrings themselves. He 
called in Lady Petrie, and she asked the servant to bring wine 
for a celebration. 

“What an auspicious be^nning for your new career, 
Pauli ” said Lady Petrie. 

“ It was by the sheerest luck that I fotind the earrings,’’ I 
told her. "I could easily have overlooked the jar they were 
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Lady Petrie regarded me with her serene grey eyes. “ That 
would never have happened; the relics of the past have an 
irresistible magnetic power for those who search for the truth. 
Either they draw themselves to you, or you draw yourself 
to them. Don’t call it luck, Paul—-unless you also consider 
it luck that you chose archaeology as a career.” 

1 realized what she meant, yet I have come to believe that, 
despite Lady Petrie, luck is the archaeologist's invirible assis* 
tant. and 1 have in Uct included a group of stories elsewhere 
in this book to illustrate the point. 





PART TWO 






V 

The Golden Locust 


T irA CIK c the origins of the Bible can be as exciting as 
a mystery thriller. In fact, the detectiye work that goes 
into many archaeological £nds is not dissimilar to the 
byplay dreamed up by fiction writers. While there is cer- 
uinly a great satisfaction in orderly research that progresses 
step by step to the successful excavation of a site, for spine- 
tingling thrills nothing can match the occasional excursions 
of a free-lance archaeologist into instinctive and deductive 
exploration. 

In this chapter I have gathered together four different 
stories concerning important Biblical finds chat resulted from 
more or less unorthodox archaeological detective work. The 
first one—the golden locust—is a rare treasure. In addition 
to being a magnificent work of arc, it represents the first proof 
found by any archaeologist of the celebrated locust worship 
by pagan Philistine and Canaanite priests. Although idols 
of gold in insect form had been offered by the priests of 
Beelzebub to the gods of the insect world to prevail upon 
them to hold back the locust plagues, there was little know¬ 
ledge of these strange rituals, the only references to them 
being in the Bible and in Thucydides. 

It began—as these archaeological adventures often do—with 
a visit from an Arab friend to my house on Mueiara Street 
His name was Hass an, and he lived on the outskirts of Beth- 
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sbaD with his two wives on a vegetable farm. He was a very 
poor man. 1 had not seen him since the days of Hamilton’s 
and Hide’s Bech«shan expedition, when, because his field was 
near our site, 1 had visited Mm frequendy in search of anti¬ 
quities. At the time I had told Hassan that, should he find 
any objects of the past, he would be liberally rewarded for 
bringing them to me. 

It would have been impolite for me to inquire immediately 
into the reason for his errand. My wife made coffee and 1 
asked Hassan if he was hungry. He was not embarrassed 
to say he was- While the meal was served we spoke of every¬ 
thing and anything except the reasons for his presence in my 
house. 

Hassan complained bitterly about his life and fate. He 
was unhappy with his sixry^odd years. His two wives, 
manied some thirty years ago, and beyond the age of child¬ 
bearing, were good only for work in the house and the fields. 
It did not look as though he would mount to Allah's heaven 
leaving an heir behind him- "My wives bore only daugh¬ 
ters," he lamented. " Yet, all is not sadness. I am still hale 
and strong- The walk to Jerusalem took me only twelve 
days." 

1 was impressed: what he had come to say or to bring me 
must be very important indeed. 

After dinner the old man bathed his tired feet in the 
bucket of lukc-warm water my houseboy Mahmud had 
placed near his chair. When his feet were dried 1 knew it 
was time to begin our conversation. But still he seemed 
reluctant to spes^. He glanced about the room as if to make 
sure we were really alone, and when Mahmud brought coffee, 
drank it in wlence. Then, studying my face closely as if to 
reassure Mmself about my honesty and good intentions, he 
reached inside Ms robe and brought forth a small and soiled 
linen bag. 
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He dipped into the bag and cook out a reddish-brown 
carnelian sealstone, conical-shaped and about an inch and a 
half long. It bore an engraving of a priest before an altar, 
and had been used centuries ago to sign documents made of 
clay. The seaistone appeared to be early Assyrian in design. 
I dated it between looo and 900 e.c. 

1 was disappointed; the seaistone was definitely no rarity. 
Sion« like it had been found not only in the Beth-shan area, 
but in many ruins of the early Babylonian and Awyrian 
eras. I had seen innumerable sealstoncs in any number of 
museums. But Hassan would have been insulted had I told 
him this. I nodded over the stone admiringly for a moment 
and then as I was about to hand it back to him, something 
caught my eye. With my magnifying glass I saw on one 
side the engraving of a locust. 

" Where did you find this? " I asked. 

My question made him uneasy, *‘1 cannot tell you," he 
muttered. 

" Ic is imporcanc. 1 muse know." 

"You have the stone. I came especially to Jerusalem to 
bring it to you. I walked twelve days. Don’t ask me any 
more questions." 

1 emptied my pocket of its silver coins and poured them 
into bis hand. 

" We are friends, brothers," I said. I assured him no one 
would know he had brought mo the scone; that I was inter¬ 
ested not in how he had acquired it, but where in the vicinity 
of Beth-shan. I spoke to him as to a child, and gradually his 
fears diminished as I resumed my questions. But I knew his 
answers were untrue. 

"Hassan,” I said sternly, "you are not telling the truth." 

" If I do, it will go badly with me.” 

" Nothing will happen to you- I promise it" 

He looked at me s^ewdly. “You will swear by Allah? ” 

B 
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“I will swear,*' I assured him. 

“ Very well, Chawadjah." Hassan had, he told me, noticed 
a loose slab in the altar in the closely g;uarded Canaanite 
temple in Beth'Shan. He had dislodged it with his knife, 
reached in, and discovered the scalstone. When he heard a 
watchman approaching he had replaced the slab and escaped. 

The site of Bech-shan is generally regarded as a Biblical 
historic shrine. I had among my papers several sketches I 
had made of the temple. The temple’s outstanding features 
were its two-foot walls encircling the temple area, the remains 
of several chambers, and the seven weathered stone steps 
leading to a platform upon which the ruins of the altar stood. 
1 showed my sketches to the old man. 

"Yes,” he said, pointing to the altar, "This is where I 
found the stone." 

Hassan had committed theft, and unknowingly 1 had 
instigated it. Having helped many archaeologists excavate 
the Beth'shan area, he was intimately acquainted with it, and 
the basic methods of archaeology itself were no secret to him. 
For me he was a good man to know. He had proved that 
Canaanite altar stones were used as hiding places for price¬ 
less priestly objects, something up to that time unknown. 
But with the scone in my pocket I was as big a thief as he. 
The sealscone belonged to the government. 

I was in a dilemma. The stone was too important a dis¬ 
covery for me to entrust to Hassan for its safe return, nor 
would my possessiveness allow me to yield it up to the 
Department of Antiquities. Finally I sent the old man away, 
assuring him I would be in touch with him again during the 
two days he planned to stay in Jerusalem. 

There is mention in the Bible of the Philistines and 
Canaanites using idols of gold and silver (1 Samuel 6: 4 f.). 
After Hassan left, I couldn't get the locust out of my mind. 
The scone itself was proof of locust worship, but I knew I 
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would never rest imdl I made certain that the compartment 
wasn’t holding back anything from me. 

Thc next morning I called on Dr. Iliffe at the Department 
of Antl< 5 uities. Iliffe was enthusiastic about my find, but 
doubted I would be able to find reli^ous objeas made of 
the precious metals of Bcth*shan- I asked permission to do 
additional research, not excavation, within the fenced*in 
temple area. Iliffe was unable to make an immediace 
decision, but he promised to discuss the matter with the 
proper authorities and let me know their verdict as soon as 

When a week passed and I had heard nothing, I phoned 
Iliffe, only to find he had been called unexpectedly to Eng» 
land. During the rush of departure he had undoubtedly 
forgotten my problem. I took the bus to Beih-shan for 
another talk with Hassan. 

I drew a grasshopper on a piece of paper and told him I 
wanted him to return to the altar cache and look for any 
object he might find resembling what I had drawn. 

He nodded. "I'll look for it as soon as I gee an oppor¬ 
tunity” 

I was conspiring unlawfuDy to find an object which, if it 
existed, would be the property of Paleitme’s British Mandate 
government. I quieted my conscience with the thought that 
my purpose, after all, was a good one: to find confirmation 
of the Bible. Where strict ethics were concerned I should 
have waited for Iliffe’s return, or taken up the question with 
Hamilton or my colleagues at the American School of 
Oriental Research. But I honestly believed the matter was a 
personal one—between myself and history. In any case, my 
impatience was too great to be contained. 

1 gave Hassan a pound note, promising him ten more if he 
returned to Jerusalem with what 1 hoped he would find. But 
when three weeks bad passed with no sign of him, I gave up 
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hope and attended co more pressing matters. My son, bom 
the year before, bad come down with diphtheria, and in the 
wony and anxiety Hassan left my mind. 

In summer Jerusalem is like an open oven, and to escape 
the discomfort it was my habit to nap during the hottest 
part of the day. I was not the only one; from twelve to four 
Jerusalem was a deserted city. Mahmud knew that during 
the hours of siesta 1 was under no circumstances to be 
disturbed. 

One afternoon about two monchs after 1 had last seen 
Hassan in Beth-shan, I got up from my bed and went through 
the house co the servants' quarters. 

"Any messages?" I asked Mahmud. 

"None, sir. There was no one here, only an old Arab. 
I knew he would only be a nuisance, and I cold him you were 
out of the dty." 

" What did he want? ” I asked casually. 

"I don't know. The man aaed strangely. He would not 
leave his name. He only repeated over and over again a 
single word: arbth, arbeh. . . 

Arbsh meant locust. " Where did this man go?" I asked 
sharply. "Where can I find him? ” 

" I do not know, Chawadjah/’ 

" Did he eay he would be back?" 

" 1 told him you were away," 

I was angry, but managed to keep my temper; Mahmud 
had meant well enough. Dressing quickly, I hurried into the 
city in search of Hassan. 

I knew nothing more about Hassan than his first name and 
chat he lived in Beih-shan. Finding one particular Arab in 
Jerusalem was like looking for the proverbial needle. Was 
my best chance in the bazaars, the market-places, the coffee¬ 
houses? I ran from place to place scanning the dark and, 
curious faces, but saw no rign of him. 
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Could the old man have gon$ to say his prayers? 1 darted 
through the crowds to the Mosque o£ Omar, and stood there 
for rwo hours, watching the worshippers enter ?»T)d depart. 
At nightfall I set on a round of the cheap hotels where for a 
few pennies visiting Arabs spent the night. In the Jerusalem 
summer patrons of the third*rate hotels sleep on mattresses 
lined in rows on the roof, I climbed the ancient stairway to 
the roofs and, moving from mattress to mattress, scared into 
the sleeping faces. 

On the way home I searched the bazaars and coffee-houses 
again. Ic was after midnight when 1 let myself in the door. 
Suddenly a thought struck me: the antique dealers t Surely 
Hassan would not for a moment have hesitated to sell what 
he had brought me to a dealer known for his good prices, 
There were only fotir such dealers in antiquities in Jerusalem. 
Even if none of them recognized the locust’s historical impor- 
tance, all of them would know it was a rare object, worth a 
fortune to any museums’ or collectors’ representatives who 
came from Europe and America just to buy such items. My 
imagination ran wild, and 1 saw the graven image glinering 
in Hassan’s wrinkled palm as he offered it for sale. 

I made the rounds oi the dealers early the next morning. 
It would have been stupid for me to have Inquired if an old 
Arab had offered them an object of priceless worth; I told 
them instead I was interested in an item I understood had 
been found recently in Beth-shan, Ohan, Jerusalem’s out* 
standing Arab dealer, invited me to return later in the eve¬ 
ning. saying he might have some informadon for me by 
then. If Ohan got hold of the locust it would be lost to me 
forever; I could never afford the price he would demand for 
it. 

Wearily I toured the coffee-houses again, asking for 
Hassan. By late evening I bad given up. Undoubtedly he 
had returned to hU village. My one hope now was that the 
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locust was sdll in his possession, not stolen or bought by a 
shrewd Arab middleman. 

At that moment, passing by the police station in the Arab 
quarter, 1 decided to drop in on Inspector Khalil of the 
British police, an old acquaintance. I was lucky; Khalil was 
on duty, and asked immediately what he could do for me. 
Despite his youth—he was no more than thirty—Khalil was 
an important official. A man of almost three hundred 
pounds, he moved slowly, but mentally he had the agility 
of a weasel. Khalil had reputation of bdng able to catch 
a thief before his theft was accomplished. 

I cold him my story. Khalil thought a moment; then he 
asked, ''How old is this man?” 

"Sixty, maybe seventy." 

"How many wives has be? " 

" Two, so far I know." 

"How old?" 

I remembered having seen Hassan's wives in his court¬ 
yard. " Over fifty," I said, " at least. But what has this to 
do with it?" 

Khalil laughed, his enormous belly shaking. "Oh, a 
great deal. And this Hassan, is he a poor man? " 

"A pound note is a fortune to him. He walked forty 
miles from Beth*shan to save the fare." 

Stepping to the door, Khalil called a policeman. He 
whispered something to the man, then turned back to me. 
" Go with him," he said, smiling. " He will find your precious 
Arab." 

Again I was in the narrow streets of the Arab section, by 
now as familiar to me as the back of my hand. We entered 
one of the coffee-houses where I had already been. I told my 
companion I had searched here, but he talked quietly to the 
proprietor, who led us through the main room, where Arabs 
sat over thur coffee, to a small door at its back. We passed 
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into a room filled with the sweet and pungent odour of 
hashish. As my eyes grew accustomed Co the darkness, I 
saw about fifteen Arabs sprawled out on the floor. Their eyes 
wide open, they breathed heavily in sleep, lost in the green 
meadows of nirvana. 

" Please, sir, look for your man,” the policeman said. 

Studying their faces, I examined the men one by one. In 
a corner I found Hassan. He was too deep in a hashish sleep 
to be aroused. 

" Can he be moved? ” I asked. 

The policeman examined him briefly and shook his head. 
"He should remain undisturbed for at least fifteen hours. 
To wake him now would harm him.” 

Where had Hassan got the money to buy hashish, 1 
wondered. Had he sold the locust? I began to perspire. 

" Underneath his galUbiyya [cloak],” I told the policeman, 
"there is a small leather pouch. There, 2 believe, is the 
object I am seeking. May I look for it? ” 

The policeman nodded. 

Reaching inside Hassan’s robes 1 found the pouch, fastened 
around his neck with a leather scrap. 1 opened the pouch 
and anxiously explored ic with my fingers. My face was 
close to Hassan's and his heavy breath was hot against my 
cheek. He groaned. 

I touched something small and solid, and probing more 
deeply, closed my fingers around it. When I cook it from the 
pouch, I saw in the dim light a golden locusc of consummate 
workmanship. My calculations, then, had proved correct; 
near the sealstone Aziz had found a graven image. 

I composed myself and rose to my feet. "I have what I 
want,” I told the policeman. 

In the main room of the coffee-house I turned to the 
proprietor, "When this man awakes tell him Chtnvadjah 
Uton was here and took what is his. Tell him to come to 


72 DIGCINC IN THE HOLY LAND 

my house immediately.” I gave the proprietor fifty piastres. 
“ This will take care of what he owes you. Be sure he has a 
solid meal when he wakes up.” 

Outside I asked the policeman, *'How did the Inspector 
know Hassan would be here? ” 

He smiled. " That was simple. For an Arab, a poor man 
with two wrinkled wives, there is only one cheap pleasure 
left he can afford—hashish- In his dreams he may imagine 
he is a young man again, enjoying the pleasures of youth and 
women.” 

It was late afternoon when Hassan arrived at Musraia 
Street. He was dressed neatly and cleanly and his beard 
was trimmed. '‘You have the arbeh? ” he asked anxiously. 
I showed it to him, and gave him his price with a little over. 
He was a happy man. Hassan was the same happy man 
when I visited him a year later in Beth-shan. The reason 
was, perhaps, the new, young, third wife in his courtyard, 
When Iliffe returned from England I told him about the 
entire affair. I was prepared to part with the locust; right¬ 
fully it belonged to the government. But Iliffe's decision 
was in my favour. Without me he felt the locust would 
never have been discovered, since the Beth-shan excavations 
were closed to further digging. He suggested I lend the 
locust to Jerusalem’s Archaeological Museum for a period of 
three months, after which time it would become my property. 

A week later Iliffe, Ben-Dor, and I went to examine the 
8 ec«t alur cache at Beth-shan. The hiding-place was empty 
except for a number of pottery shards. The date of these was 
later sec as from the time of the Prophet Samuel, in the last 
half of the eleventh century b.c. This was the dme the 
golden locust had been made and worshipped, 

Many photographs have since been taken of my golden 
arbeh, and it had received notice in several archaeological 
books and monographs dealing with the BiblicsJ period. For 
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six months it was on display in Israel’s exhibition of the 
history of Biblical Israel at the Metropolitan Museum of 
Art in New York. 

II 

Next in this group is the magnificent necklace that may 
have belonged to one of Solomon’s wives. It was discovered 
in Ain Shems and is of considerable historical importance 
as the only piece of jewellery ever unearthed from the period 
of Solomon. 

Dr. Elihu Grant had asked me to join the Haverford 
expedition, about to conclude its fourth and final excavation 
of the ancient burial mound of Ain Shems. Ain Shems was 
on the northern slope of the Judean mountains, approxi* 
mately thirty-five miles from Jerusalem. Duncan Mackenzie 
had in 191 a done archaeology a signal service there, but for 
some technical reason his expedition bad been unable to 
finish its work. The Haverford expedition had continued 
where Mackenzie left off, opening a large area in the central 
hill not far from the ruins of an eightecnch-cencury Greek 
Orthodox monastery. But, committing a breach of archaeo¬ 
logical etiquette, the second Haverford expedition had 
dumped its debris upon that of Mackenzie, blocking the 
central canal in which 1 believed antiquities of Solomon’s 
period could be found. Any further excavation would be 
difficult. 

Ain Shems, called Beth-shemesh in the Bible, is often 
referred to there: 

“And the cows went straight in the direction of Beth- 
shemesh along one highway, lowing as they went; they turned 
ncitber to the right nor to the left, and the lord of the Philis¬ 
tines went after them as far as the border of Beth-shemesh ” 
(I Samuel 6: la, RSF). 
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'‘Now the people of Bech-shemesh were reaping their 
wheat harvest in the valley; and when they lifted up thdx 
eyes and saw the ark, they rejoiced to see it" (I Samuel 6:13, 
RSV). 

"The cart came into the field of Joshua of Beih-shemesh 
and stopped there- A great stone was there; and they split 
up the wood of the cart and ofEered the cows as burnt offering 
to the Low?” (I Samuel 6'. 14, RSV). 

Although Ain Shems had at one time been an important 
town, neither Mackenzie nor the Haverford expedition had 
discovered any substantial evidence in confirmation of the 
Bible. Yet my own considerable research, done prior to joining 
the Haverford group, had convinced me that the Ain Shems 
region, meaningful for every student and reader of the Bible, 
should be prodigal in revealing secrets of the Biblical past. 

The names of many Arab villages of the area indicated a 
close connection with Biblical history. All three names, 
Shemesh, Shems, and Samson are derivations of the word 
“ sun ". In ancient literature, especially among the Egyptians, 
the sun was the accepted synonym for " day " or " heavens,” 
Samson's blindness, as recounted in the Biblical story, is 
symbolic of the end of his "day the blind cannot sec the 
sun and, blinded, Samson became powerless, Similar 
chronicles symbolizing day and night, sight and blindness 
are found in ancient Babylonian and Egyptian literature, I 
therefore came to the conclusion that Beth*sheme$h had 
received its name from early Canaanite settlers whose culture 
and civilization were scron^y influenced by the Egyptian or 
Babylonian religion. 

This theory became the basis of my research, 1 was able 
to trace the existence of the hill of Ain Shems as an inhabited 
town back to 1800 b.c., when a small group of Canaanltes had 
farmed the area. No remains of this early Canaanite period 
had been found, and the only written evidence of Canaanite 
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settlement 1 discovered was in Egyptian hieroglyphic writing 
of the fifteenth century b.c., in which Beth-Sheraesh was 
mentioned as an Egyptian military stronghold. This was in 
the time of the Hyksos, the Mesopotamian shepherd kings 
who conquered Egypt during the Hebrew patriarchal period. 
Later the town became Philistine, and subsequently fell 
under Hebrew domination in the time of Joshua, after the 
Exodus from Egypt. Beth'shemesh was later completely 
destroyed by the Babylonians around 587 s.c., when 
NebuchadneEzar conquered Jerusalem. 

Beih-shemesh, I was certain, had been important in the 
period of Solomon, about 950 b.c., when he had received the 
neighbouring town, burned and gutted by a punitive Egyp¬ 
tian army, as dowry from the Pharaoh. The period of 
Solomon had been overlooked in previous research and 
excavations, and it was the one that interested me most. 

Surprisingly, we know more about Beth-shemesh before 
950 B.c. than we know about it in the time of Solomon. 
Between 1800 and 1200 b.c. it was a lively town, important 
in trade and commerce; and in the next two hundred years 
a heavily fortified one, for Mackenzie had given us proof 
that in the latter period the dty was strongly walled. These 
city walls as well as the dty itself must have been destroyed 
shortly before the time of Solomon, probably in the years 
when nearby Gezer was gutted by Egyptian armies. Even 
then the dry was never completely uninhabited; ruins of 
small shops and houses have been found, many of them by 
the Palestine Exploration Fund. Duncan Mackenzie’s book 
Beth-shemesh, published by Haverford College, was 
extremely helpful in giving me this background information. 

Though the Haverford expedition planned to dig only in 
the Byzantine level, less andent than the period of Solomon 
by sixteen hundred years, I was glad to be a member of the 
party. Altogether the expedition spent ten days at Ain 
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Shems, where it hoped to find outlying foundations of a 
Greek monastery going back to the eighth century a.d. In the 
vicinity of the monastery small chambers and floors were 
unearned, but despite the fact that Byzantine stones and 
masoxury had been used in their making, in general con¬ 
struction they were Arabic, from a period roughly a thousand 
years later than the Byzantine, Glassware, glazed pottery, 
and Arab ceramic as well as sliver jewellery were found, but 
the expedition had met with no noteworthy success. 

In Jerusalem 1 bad long discussions with Hamilton, Flin¬ 
ders Petrie, and Sukenik, to whom 1 outlined my speculative 
theory that Ain Shems in the time of Solomon was the 
accepted Egyptian worshipping place in the Hebrew king¬ 
dom, and the only town in Judea-Canaan where Egypdan 
religious influence was still dominant. 

Solomon in his devotion to Yahweh was a pious man. But 
he was also a tolerant one, and much more so than his fellow 
Hebrews. During his reign there were probably Egyptians 
in Jerusalem and a number of Solomon's wives, concubines, 
and officials may have been of Egyptian origin. Where 
could these people perform their strange, un«Hebrew rites of 
worship? Gezer was destroyed, but Bech-ihemesh was still 
inhabited, Solomon must have permitted the Egyptians of 
Jerusalem to worship their gods outside the city, and such 
a place could only have been on the border of his kingdom 
closest to Jerusalem and in an area where Egyptian influence 
was still strong. 

In the time of Solomon the Hebrew world was dominated 
by theology, and the Mosaic commandments were strongly 
adhered to: 

You shall have no other gods before me. 

You shall not make yourself a graven image. 

You shall not take the name of the Lord your God in vain. 
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la Beth-ahemesh other god$ were worshipped and graven 
images were erected to them, surely to the horror of all good 
Hebrews. To the Hebrews Beth-shemesh must have been 
ill-famed and despised and perhaps, it had occurred to me, 
this animosity had been carried down to the present day In 
the taboos and supersdtiona of the local Arabs. 

The Arabs believed Ain Shems was haunted, and there¬ 
fore taboo. No Arabs lived in Ain Shems itself and the 
fields of the area were uncultivated. I had spent some time 
conversing with the Arabs of the nearby village of Der Aban, 
and they had been reluctant to discuss the matter at all. 
During the Haverford expedition, fifteen Palestine police¬ 
men had stood guard against possible attacks from fanadc 
villagers. Thirty years before, it was likely that threats 
from the natives had forced Mackenzie to leave the site. 

I had heard no local legends to explain the Arabs* present 
attitude and several learned shdks in Jerusalem could give 
me no answer to my question. Could the superstition, I 
wondered, have stemmed from the time of Solomon himself? 
Was there a link between the ancient Hebrew interdiction 
and the modem Arab taboo? These were at least tenable 
hypotheses. 

I bore in mind that the Moslems living today in the villages 
of Palestine, Transjordan, Syria, and other countries of ^e 
Bible are descendants of the ancient Canaanites, Philistines, 
and Hebrews. During different periods of history these people 
were forced to change their religious beliefs, but they did not 
emigrate. In Palestine, after the destruction of the Temple 
by the Romans in a.d. 70, the Hebrew state ceased to exist. 
Conservative historians such as Gretz, Dubnow, and Elias 
Auerbach estimate that one million were killed in the fight¬ 
ing, nearly one million emigrated, and one million remained. 
These were the peasants and farmers, in general the village 
dwellers who could not afford to leave the country. 
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A vacuum of religious beliefs existed in the Holy Land. 
Some Hebrews followed Christ, others adhered to Roman 
paganism, others held to gnostic beliefs. When in the sixth 
century Palestine fell under Moslem domination many 
people became Moslems. These Moslems were descendants 
of ie ancient Hebrews who did not flee the Holy Land after 
the decline and fall of the Hebrew state. 

Since in Palestine the Canaanites were the ancestors of the 
Moslems, why should the Hebrew spiritual heritage not be 
pare of their folklore ? I had found enough story, legend, and 
saga among the primitive Aiabs to link them to the Biblical 
past. In his features the Arab was strongly Semitic, and had 
a greater physical similarity to the people of the Bible than 
any other people of the world except the Jews of the Diaspora 
themselves. Even in the Arabs* customs and traditions of 
today there was much evidence of their Biblical heritage. 

Ever since I had lived in Palestine I had felt that a strong 
and natural brotherhood should exist between the Moslem 
Arabs and the Zionist Jews. Not only were they related as 
cousins through the patriarch Abraham, from whose sons 
Isaac and Ishmael their origin derived; their historic develop 
menc through the centuries had been nodceably similar, if 
not the same. 

With my friend Father Alexander, prior of the small 
monastery of £l*Gamal that stood atop a mountain near Ain 
Shems, I went down into the village on my second trip to the 
area to ask questions of the people, the answers to which 
might explain their taboo. For nearly thirty years Father 
Alexander and his monks had conducted minor excavations 
in and around the monastery. They had unearthed early 
Arabic and Byzantine glassware, Roman vases, some interest¬ 
ing bronze implements of Etruscan origin, and a number of 
clay and pottery vases and statuettes dating back to the 
early and middle Iron Age. In the monastery was a special 
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room where these relics were neatly labelled and exhibited 
in glass cupboards. 

The Father and I bad fair success with our inquiries, Some 
village elders spoke to us of Malak, a king who had once 
ruled here tyrannously; another Arab recalled that once in 
Ain Shems had stood a great statue of a pagan god who each 
night came to life to tempt and pursue the prophet Moham¬ 
med. We heard nothing of Solomon's reign, although some 
details of the taboo were made dearer to me. 

He who broke the taboo of Ain Shems, we heard, would be 
tempted into evil; and he would also be cursed by sterility. 
Sterility for a Moslem was the greatest punishment imagin¬ 
able, for children were not only proof of a man’s virility and 
a good in themselves; they were a pledge that the Moslem 
belief in Allah would not die but continue through genera¬ 
tions to come. 

The same fear of punishment, I believed, must have exis¬ 
ted three thousand years ago among the Hebrews. He who 
worshipped gods other than Yahweh would raise pagan 
children who would be lost to the Hebrew tribe, and there¬ 
fore worthless. The survival of the tribe and the religion 
of Yahweh were of the first necessity to the small Hebrew 
nation. The stringency of the present-day Arab taboo con¬ 
vinced me that the original Hebrew mterdiedon of Solomon’s 
time had been absorbed into Arab folklore and modified in 
accordance with it. If this was true, I should be able to find 
at Ain Shems concrete evidence in support of my theory. 

fn Jerusalem I received permission from the Department 
of Antiquities to examine finds made by all previous expedi¬ 
tions to Ain Shems, and 1 spent more than three weeks in the 
cellar of the Museum, making sketches of important pieces. 
Dr. Ben-Dor of the Museum staff was assigned to assist me. 
Most of the objects were clay and pottery dating from the 
period 1500 b.c. to a.d. iooo- There were, however, bronze 
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ImplemeDts £rom the middle and lace Broiue periods; 
daggers, spear-heads, bracelets, and rings; a length of chain 
that had probably been part of a horse’s bit. One object of 
interest was a cartouche, the royal insigne, purported to be 
from the period of Tuth-raoses III, the great Egyptian 
Pharaoh who reigned from 1490 to 1436 b-c. There was a 
Urge ninC'handled pot over two feet high with a rope mould¬ 
ing at its base, and a massive oil container of double stone 
vacs. 

What fasdnaced me most were a fragment of a bronze- 
riveted tool and a small dipper jar still containing lumps of 
sulphur. These were from the time of Solomon and the early 
Hebrew kingdom, and the level in which they had been 
found would reveal what I was looking for. 

1 wondered why no jewellery had been found in previous 
Ain Shems excavations. In none of the archaeological 
records have I found evidence of Ain Shems having been 
ransacked by grave robbers, and history made no mention 
of invaders looting or pillaging the town. The excavations 
had shown dearly that no natural caustrophes had later 
occurred. These facts and the central fact that no jewellery 
had yet been found from the time of Solomon made me feel 
certain that excavators of the second level had far from 
exhausted its potendalides. 

This, then, was the method of my research. First I 
examined the particular site, caking into account the results 
of all previous excavations, including thdr records and 
discoveries; second, 1 analysed folklore and superstition 
relating to the site or area, and cried to winnow from it those 
truths or half-truths which, with the help of deduction, led 
me to a direction or a conclusion, and allowed me to recon¬ 
struct with fair accuracy events that occuned thousands of 
years in the past. 

It was six months before I could return to Ain Shems. The 
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discovery of the golden locust had proved the validity of 
my lone-wolf methods, and I had greawr confidence hoA in 
these and in what my Jerusalem colleges referred to as 
my unorthodox incuition. Since Zorah 1 bad gone on no 
expedition. I applied for the necessary authorization and 
was ready to leave. 

1 was convinced my research into the period of Solomon 
was basically correct. Besides luck, I fdt that all I needed 
to prove my theory that, in Solomon's time, Ain Sbema 
was an accepted place of fordgn worship in the Hebrew 
Kingdom was the evidence discoverable only in the ruins 
themselves. 

But despite my confidence I tried to keep a sense of balance. 
I was fully prepared for failure. My first unlucky lesson in 
unrestrained enthusiasm bad taken place not far from 
Jerusalem in a small village near the Jordanian border. That 
day, seeing a woman of sixty working alone in the fields, I 
asked her if she bad ever come across an object strange or 
unknown. Often in this part of the world, I told her, the 
fellahin found ardcles while ploughing, among them old 
pots, small figurbes, and even bronze or bone implements. 

The woman nodded: once she had found such an article. 
Unable to describe it, she could only tell me it was worthy 
of a king alone. I could not hide my excitement and curiosity 
and demanded that she bring me to her prize. 

For nearly two hours 1 waited impatiently while she 
finished her work in the fields. At sunset she cook me to the 
village, where I waited in her courtyard. She came out carry¬ 
ing a little bundle of cloth. Carefully she unwrapped one 
piece of material, then another and still another. Her 
treasure stood revealed. It was an unttsual find for an Arab 
peasant woman, even one who lived in the twentieth century. 
For the piece was nothing other than a broken electric plug, 
most likdy tossed out of a passing car. “ 1 found it long ago," 
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she said, “ and I knew one day I wovild exchange it for a 
fortune in gold." 

I did not have the heart to tell the old woman her electric 
plug would be without historical value until the year 5000. 
In consolation I gave her a silver coin, but assuming this was 
my offer of payment, she shook her head. Smiling, 1 told 
her that one day perhaps a man would give her gold. “I 
am not rich enou^," I said, " to buy this from you ” 

In my own experience, out of a hundred excavations only 
fifteen to twenty have been rewarding. Often my archaco* 
logical calculations would be correct, the modem geographic 
location corresponding perfectly with the ancient site, the 
historic research irreproachable. All indications pointing to 
the presence of an ancient tomb, ruin, or city wdl, 1 would 
hire Arab workers, buy picks and shovels, fence off the area, 
and start to dig. 

The first day, no results. The second, only earth and sand. 
And the same for days and days until both my money and 
patience were exhausted. 1 have had to cease work ignom* 
iniously, and return empiy«handed to whatever town or city 
was then my Middl^Eastem headquarters. Yet, two years 
later, another expedition would dig ten yards from my excav¬ 
ation, and discover the site of a forgotten civilization or 
culture. 

Another time I heard of an ancient Greek silver figurine 
rumoured to have been found near Ashkelon in the south of 
Palestine. 1 knew the Arab fisherman said to have dis¬ 
covered it while excavating for the foundations of his new 
house and made the long trip to see him. only to learn that 
the figurine had been bought by an En^ishman from 
Jerusalem the day before. Weeks later I saw the impresrive 
ten-inch figurine in Dr. Hamilton's study in the Rockefeller 
Museum. Hamilton had acted faster upon the information 
than I had. But such failures, personally erttshing though 
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they may be, are unlikdy to interest the reader, and a recital 
of them has been eliminated from this book. 

I knew that my underscanding of the Arab mentaUcy 
wotdd be of great help in the Ain Shems project- It was 
impossible to predict how much trouble the local Arabs 
might cause, but I was certain chat the famous taboos would 
enter into the picture somewhere. 

The gap between the modern educated Westerner and the 
Arab Moslem is deep and sometimes unbridgeable. It is not 
enough for the Westerner to understand the Arab's way of 
life, his traditions, his religion. You must tune your heart¬ 
beat to his own. The Arab peasant is emotional and closed 
to reasonable argument He is either friend or foe. The 
nuances in between, common in the Western world, are 
unknown to him. 

In the Middle East, therefore, each new acquaintance is a 
new and demanding experience, Whenever I came into a 
new viUage and met new people, it was necessary to use all 
the psychology at my command. Even when I returned to 
a village where I had reason to believe I had made frienda 
already, 1 was often obliged to renew friendships all over 
again. 

For the Arab fellah mistrusts the Westerner; to him every 
non-Moslem represents a world unknown. The reasons are 
not difficult to understand. The Arab, so far as the standards 
of the non-Moslem world are concerned, is completely un¬ 
educated, Centred in his present, with no comprehension of 
the past, he lives narrowly within the borders of his own 
culture and civilization. All events that happened before 
his own father was bom are to him legend and saga. His 
life is anchored in his religious beliefs; Allah b his personal 
god and bis relationship with Him is quite unique. He who 
does not believe in Allah is an unbeliever and Inferior. 

I have always carefully avoided theolo^cal discussion with 
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the primiiive Arab, and been reluctant to menrion the word 
" Allah ” in his presence. But when I found that the word 
“heart" is equiyalcnt to the word “ God ” and can be substi- 
tuced for it, I had discovered the psychological bridge to 
many of my Arab friends. 

I planned to make my preliminary observations at Ain 
Shems alone, if possible unseen by the villagers. Only if I 
found sufficient evidence during this preliminary invesdga- 
non would 1 start to excavate. The train trip from Jerusalem 
was a short one; past Bitdr, a small Arab village near the 
ruins of the Maccabean fortress of Betar; past Der el^Sheik 
to the little village of Artuf, where we arrived before «ght 
in the morning. From Artuf I hiked to the ruins of Ain 
Shems, food and a tea-filled thermos packed next to the 
tools in my knapsack. 

The climb before me to the top of the hill plateau and the 
ruins was at least twelve hundred feet. The morning was 
fresh, the sky blue and cloudless. In the fields around me 
cornstalks ready for harvest trembled in the breeze. A ten- 
minute walk through the cornfields brought me to the slope 
of the hill, and I soon found a donkcy«path leading up the 
hill. 

With every step closer to the ruins I felt more certain 
of a success. The time passed quickly; as I climbed the sun 
was bright but not oppressive. There was a light, faintly 
cooling breeze. I felt no fatigue, though by this dme I had 
already covered a good half of the way. 

I climbed over the ancient rocks and walls to the site 
excavated by Duncan Mackenzie and began to tap the walls 
for an opening. Several hours later, with no success, I 
returned to Artuf, where I was the guest of an Arab land- 
owner. My friends were pleased to see me; I brought them 
greetings from their son, a student in Jerusalem who was 
often my house guest. During our evening meal of 
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tnuchalabia, i. tHick and viscous spinach 6oup» and falufcl 
(baked yegeiables), I learned that my host was unable to 
provide me with the help necessary for excavation. Moslems, 
fearing the Ain Shems caboo, refused to sec foot upon the 
cursed ground. 

At the sice the next morning 1 sat down for a moment before 
be^nning work alone. In that moment I felt far removed 
from the realities of contemporary life, and the present 
became one with the past in a cimous manner that only the 
archaeologist knows, he who lives as much in one as the 
other. 

Here and there inquisitive chameleons crept from the wall 
fissures to observe me. Insects filled the air. I remember 
trying to reconstrua in my imagination all that 1 had read 
about ancient Bech-shemesh. 

I created in my mind the busy market-place, the narrow 
streets, the inn, the temples. The men, th^r beards curled 
and ornamented with precious scones chat glittered in the 
sunlight, bartered, argued, discussed. like people of today 
both resentful and approving, they talked of mundane 
things: politics, the cost of living, the last address of Kbg 
Solomon to the people of Jerusalem. They were apprehen* 
sive of the Philistine lord's secret enlargement of his army. 
They had news from Thebes of the Egyptian priests of Pcah 
who had developed a new ointment for mummification. 

The women of Beth-shemesh wore transparent robes and 
heavy gold earrings, some in the shape of pyramids, some 
shaped like lotus Bowers, dangled from their earlobes. 
Precious stones—emeralds, jaspers, carnelians, garnets^ 
decorated their arms and ankles. The Egyptian priestesses 
wore about their thighs heavy gold bands engraved with 
die face of the goddess Isis. 

In the middle of the market-place was a well where slave 
women came to fill their pottery vessels with water that they 
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carried back co the houses in the narrow streets. Near the 
wells sat a beggar, hU bowl half filled with housewives’ left¬ 
overs. From the temple came the chanting voices of the 
priestesses, hymning thanks to Amen, Isis, and Osiris. Wor¬ 
shippers went up and down the wide steps of the temple and 
townspeople passed in and out of the bath-houses on the 
other side of the square. 

Through the columns I could see huge clay basins in which 
men and women stood naked while Nubian slaves emptied 
ewers of water over their heads. Musicians marched between 
the basins playing the lute, the sisirum, the cymbals, and the 
flute. Their tunes were popular, melodious; not monotonous 
like the temple chants. On low scone benches before the irui 
sac people drinking sweet heavy wine made from the grapes 
of Cyprus, Crete, and Lesbos. 

Slowly I returned to the present, the vivid pictures of the 
past fading like a dream. It was time for work. 

I cook my tools from my knapsack: a small pick, a shovel, 
a hammer, sieve, my flashlight, and a magnifying glass. As 
I began to dig my way through the ruins of what I believed 
was the Egyptian stratum, 1 heard a sudden noise. It was 
DOC the hissing of a snake nor the rustling of a jackal or a 
fox. What I heard was the heavy breathing of a man. I 
turned my head and saw a very old man standing near me 
behind the wall. 

No peasant or villager would have dared co approach the 
tabooed ruin. For a moment I thought the fellahin were 
right, that the place was haunted. Then 1 saw the old man 
sf^e, and he asked if I would accept him as a helper. 

"I know the place well,” he said. "Once I helped a 
learned man who asked that I shovel for him. That was 
long ago." He showed me the muscles of his arms and legs. 
“I’m still strong, Chawadjah'' 

" But aren’t you afraid of the devil ?" 
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*' Ckawadjah,” iht old man said, '' I'm eigHty-five years 
old. I have had five wives; I have ihirry children and grand¬ 
children. I am afraid of noihing." 

1 laughed and shook his hand, glad that he was joining 
me. 

Despite his age, Ibrahim was strong as a mule. The heavy 
stone blocks he carried might have been pebbles, for all the 
effort they required of him. Soon we began shovelling the 
ground away. I had no assurance ] had hit upon the right 
spot for excavation; I knew only chat here the heavy 
preliminary work had been done decades ago by Mackenzie. 
Ibrahim and 1 worked steadily at removing che hardened 
earch at least six feet below the general level of the ruins. 
After two hours of concentrated labour we struck rock 
again. 

Chawadjah, this is the wrong place," said Ibrahim. 

Reluctantly, I agreed- We covered over the large hole 
we had dug and rested for half an hour before choosing a 
new spot several feet away. Once again we marked off an area 
and started to excavate through various layers. And once 
again we hie solid rock. Ibrahim seemed discouraged and 
ready to call it a day. But, unconvinced this time, I began 
carefully to remove earch from around the rock that barred 
our way. I soon discovered that this was no rock but a 
symmetrical stone two and a half feet in length. It appeared 
to be the first of several steps leading below. I was ceitam 
I had discovered the entrance-way leading either to a ^gle 
tomb or to a grave chamber. 

Ten minutes later the second step was cleared. I knew 
now fhiA was a staircase. By comparing my level of excava¬ 
tion with the digging done previously by Mackenzie, I knew 
that any discovery 1 might make would definitely date from 
the lime of Solomon. 

We were now eight feet below ground level and had 
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cleared seren steps altogether when a stone wall blocked 
oui path. We began to remove earth from the bottom, sides, 
and top of this wall, which I knew had been placed there to 
close the entrance of a chamber. The next few minutes 
should tell the tale. If this were an Egyptian tomb, then 
there would be an andent seal dosing the grave hermetically 
from the outside. The steps and plate were both definiily 
Egyptian. 

1 was unable to find the seal or its remains. My next 
step would be to remove the stone plate, but our combined 
strengths could not budge it. 1 returned to ground level 
and suggested that IbraUm come with me, but be started 
to work with my hammer. It seemed like a waste of time 
to me. as I listened to the old man hammering away below 
me, but he ignored my shouts to stop. It was obvious that 
we needed stronger tools and a heavy iron bar to use as a 
lever. Then, as I was gathering together our equipment for 
the trip back to the village, I beard a shout, "Chawadjah, 
the big stone moves!" 1 quickly rejoined Ibrahim, and 
together we began to move ^e stone. Surprisingly, it was 
not fastened to the side walls with mortar, as it should have 
been. This meant either that the chamber was no tomb or 
that, if it was indeed a tomb, grave robbers had riflled it 
thousands of years ago, and destroyed the seal. Both possi¬ 
bilities were disappointing, and my enthusiasm waned. But 
when we had lifted the stone some three or four inches I 
noticed chisel marks. I cleaned them immediately, and saw 
they were hieroglyphics. One hieroglyphic remnant stood 
for a walled city, another represented the sun, which was 
also the sign for Isis, and a third was the hieroglyph of death. 
This was indeed a tomb, if a rifled one. 

Ibrahim inserted two stones in the small opening to hold 
the place fixed and, adding more stones to the opening, we 
lifted the plate inch by inch. After two hours of work the 
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Opening was large enough for me to poke in my flashlight. 
Gold, dank air escaped from the chamber, and in the flash* 
light’s beam I saw a skull and scattered human bones. On 
the wall were more faint hieroglyphic signs: on one the sign 
of an ankh ($), and on the other the knot tedh (oo), the 
symbol for death. Both were typical of Egyptian burial 
paintings. There were no urns or other pottery or marble 
containers. 

An hour later the tomb opening was enlarged enough for 
me to crawl inside. Since there were no other hieroglyphic 
writings on the walls, 1 could not determine what rank of 
man or woman was entombed here. With my flashlight 
1 examined the ground inch by inch, hoping to find at least 
some remnants of the burial gifts, or a piece of jewellery or 
a necklace bead. But the comb had been ransacked with 
the painstaking care of professional thieves. I had been no 
more fortunate at Ain Shems than my colleagues. 

I was about to leave the tomb when Ibrahim, stationed out¬ 
side. whispered sharply, “Listen . . . listen I “ 

I heard what seemed to be the flapping of large wings. 

“The devil, the devil!" Ibrahim whispered frantically. 
“ Let me come in) 

“There is no devil,” I replied. “What you hear is only 
the birds flapping their wings; they have nests in these 
ruins.” 

But now I heard the murmur of voices, and as I squatted 
in the opening of the tomb they became louder. These 
were the voices of men, and men were more dangerous than 
the devil I I began to crawl from the tomb. 

The flashlight slipped from my hand, and its beam out¬ 
lined something on the ground. 1 picked up the object, an 
alabaster container filled with earth- Hurriedly, I shook the 
dirt from the jar and several earth-encrusted objectt tumbled 
into my hand. I shoved the jar and the pieces into my pocket 




90 DIGGING IN THE HOLT LAND 

and left the tomb. At the top of the steps stood Ibrahim, 
shaking and cowering. 

For a moment the dayligic blinded my eyes, and then I 
saw, standing fifteen yards away, at least thirty Arab fellakin, 
daggers in thdr bands. 

We were in great danger. I had to think fast, and, 
approaching the Arabs slowly, I held my hands empty 
before me to show I carried no weapon. 1 spoke to the 
hostile men In thdr native tongue, and told them 1 had 
come here to unearth from the mins of Ain Shems the past 
of their own ancestors. I described the life that had been 
here thousands of years ago. And ! began to tell them the 
story of Solomon. 

God must have been with me, for the sheik ordered his 
men to sheathe their weapons. The distrust and anger left 
their faces, and they crowded around to listen. \^en I 
finished, darkness had fallen over the mountains of Judea 
and we were friends. 

They were with roe constantly and I had no opportunity 
CO examine my find. 

Back in the village, the sheik offered me lodging, but 1 
refused and his men accompanied me to the U^e railway 
station of Arcuf, where the sheik presented me with a buket 
of fruits grown in the mountains. I boarded the train to 
Jerusalem. 

When the train was under way I took the jar and the 
almost unrecognizable objects from my pocket. Certainly 
of Solomon's period, the jar was typical of the art work 
exported by the Egyptians to the countries of the ancient 
world. But it was by no means proof that the temple at 
Ain Shems had been the worshipping place of the pagan 
foreigners at Solomon’s court. Jars Like it had been found in 
Egypt, Crete, and Cyprus. 

Back in my Jerusalem study 1 began to clean the jar and 
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remove the earth from around the pieces, After only a 
superficial layer of dirt had been removed, the pieces were 
revealed as the broJccn remnants of a glittering golden neck* 
lace. Only a small section about three inches long and 
containing an emerald was intact; the rest, consisting of 
gold beac^ in the shapes of bull heads and columns, beads 
of blue glazed faience, and two hammered gold lotus leaves, 
were scattered in the dirt. 

When roughly assembled on my desk the necklace stood 
revealed as a piece of magnificent jewellery, I could hardly 
believe the dirt-packed jar had contained such loveliness. I 
examined the gold beads with a magnifying glass. Each 
was a masterpiece of the ancient goldsmith’s art. A layer 
of silvery patina covered the emerald, and the lotus leaves 
had been detailed with naturalisdc perfection, 

No poor and simple woman could have owned it: only a 
noblewoman close to the throne who had been buried in 
Beth-ahemesh in great pomp and luxury. In the Cairo 
Museum I had seen similar gold jewellery of Egyptian 
origin found in the grave-chambers of princesses and wives 
of Pharaohs, The necklace from Ain Shems was equally 
cosdy, equally beautiful. This necklace had possibly 
belonged to one of Solomon’s Egyptian wives. 

For many days visitors came to see it. My pride in the neck¬ 
lace, I thought, was justifiable. Not only was it unique as the 
only piece of jewellery of Solomon's time, but it was material 
proof of the Bible’s description of Solomon’s splendour and 
of bis legendary gold from the land of Opir: “ And they 
went to Opir, and brought from there gold, to the amount 
of four hundred and twenty talents; and they brought it to 
King Solomon " (I Kings 9: a8, RSV). “ Thus King Solomon 
excelled all the kings of the earth in riches ” (I Kings 10:23, 
RSV). 
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Not far from some foniJicauon ruins on Mount Zion is the 
Dominican church Domido, where my friend Father 
Andreas was curator of the Museum. Domido is huilt on the 
spot where, according to Biblical ieg;cnd, Mary fell asleep 
and was carried to heaven. Hence the name Domido, from 
domiVe, the Latin verb for ‘'sleep/' Some ten yards from 
the church is the Aiab^hrisdan quarter. Nearer the mins 
are the small clay houses or primidvely built huts of the very 
poor Moslems. 

One day, scrolling in the ruins and viewing Jerusalem 
below, 1 was joined by a small Arab boy from one of the 
nearby huts. Perhaps ten years old, the boy was bright and 
clever and an amusing talker. He searched in the pocket 
of his gallibiyya and brought forth an ancient silver coin, 
saying he had found It not five feet from the ruined walls. 
I identified the coin as from the dme of Alexander the Great, 
and exchanged it for modem Palestine currency of larger 
denominadon. I asked the hoy, whose name was Adnam, if 
this was the first dme he had found such a relic of the 
past. 

He nodded. “But my elder sister Imre found something 
here among the rubbish some weeks ago." 

'‘ Perhaps I may sec it?" 

“ITl find my sister." 

"Your sister doesn't live with you and your parents?" 

"Yes, but during the day Imre works in the house of an 
Englishman." 

“What is this man’s name?" I asked, curious. 

" I don't know. He works in the Museum." 

I went through the names of my friends attached to the 
Rockefeller Museum. When 1 raendoned Hamilton, the 
boy nodded. 
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“That's it ^—ChiFwadjah Hamilton." 

1 smiled; 1 had seen Adnam’s sister often at Hamilton's 
house, opening the door to yisitors or serving refreshments 
to Mrs. Hamilton's guests. I felt it was probable that had 
Imre ever found anything of archaeological interest she 
would have offered it to her employer, who would have 
placed it among his collection or sene it along to the Museum. 

A few days later I came to tea at the Hamilton a'. As 
always, Imre opened the door. 

“ I met your little brother Adnam," I said. 

“He told me, Ck<nvadjak/‘ the girl said- “Adnam told 
me you gave him much money." 

I would have liked to have spoken longer with Imre, but 
at that moment Mrs. Hamilton came into the hall. It would 
have looked highly suspicious bad 1 continued with our 
conversation; as it was, my hostess' eyebrows rose slightly. 
In the Middle East one does not converse with Arab 
servants. 

While we sipped our tea I turned the discussion to Moimt 
Zion and the ruins. Hamilton was either non<ommittal or 
disinterested in the topic of conversation, and I followed his 
wife's lead into another subject—domesdea. 1 soon found 
out that neither of the Hamiltons had the slightest idea that 
Imre lived on Me. Zion, near the andent Biblical ruins. 
Later on other guests joined us and I left after a pleasant 
evening. Most of all, I was pleased to have learned that 
Imre had no archaeological "connecdons" with her 
employers. 

I could have seen Adnam again after school, but most of 
the late afternoons I was busy. Next Sunday I found Adnam 
and asked if he had talked with his sister. Not only had he 
talked with Imre; he showed me the object she had found. 
Round and hard, it was overlaid by a crust of thick, hard 
earth. I was unable to determine its exact shape and 
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identity, ^though its weight indicated metal. Carefully 
scratching the exterior I saw that my first hunch was right; 
the object was made of bronze. 

I asked Adnam if I could take the piece home to be cleaned 
in my study. 

“Of course, Chowadjah,** he said, "but I promised ray 
sister you would pay her well.” His eyes twinkled at me 
shrewdly. 

“ How much? ” 1 asked. 

Even Arab children are aggressive buinessmen. He had 
seen my interest and the price had gone up. When he had 
named an exorbitant amount, I returned ihe object to him. 
“Adnam, 1 am sure ten piastres is a very good price, and 
that Imre would be delighted with it.” 

We settled finally at fifteen piastres, and ray promise that, 
if Imre could show me the exact spot where the object had 
been found, I would willingly pay her another two shillings. 
The deal was made, and in friendship we paned. At home, 
afraid of damaging the piece with a knife, I left it to soak 
overnight in water, expecting the earth to soften and be 
separated from the bronze. 

In the morning there lay at the bottom of the glass con* 
tainer a perfect specimen of a bronze cymbal, typical of 
those used as musical accompaniment by musicians and 
priests for psalm^singing in the time of the great Hebrew 
kings After drying and cleaning it, 1 saw that the small 
me^ disc was covered with the green patina of bronze at 
least three thousand years old. This indeed was a significant 
find; and since cymbals always came in pairs, 1 might dis* 
cover the cymbal’s matching mate if Imre were able to show 
me where she had found it. 

I went back to the ruins in search of Adnam the next day. 
But there was no sign of him. His father’s hut was dosed; 
perhaps the entire family had gone to the market-place. I 
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could not oi course, phone Mrs. Hamilton and ask about her 
maid. Patiently I waited near the house, sitdng on the ruins 
of a wall. Padence is one virtue the archaeologist must have 
in long supply, as Flinders Petrie had often tdd me, and in 
my own life I have found it to be not only good professional 
but good general advice. 

For three days 1 went in the afternoons to the Utde house 
on the Mount of Zion, but there was no trace of the boy, and 
the but was always locked and dosed. Sunday afternoon I 
tried my luck again, and this time 1 found him. 

" Where have you beeni' ” I asked- 

Hc grinned. ** Ckawadjah, Imre and I decided to give 
the money you gave us to our father. We spent four fine 
days in the house of my aunt in Beth Jalla. I ate much 
banat ^cei) and gelet [halvah)', and there was dancing at the 
amusement park. The money was enough for the bus fare of 
my father, mother, and both my brothers.” 

"You can make a still longer visit to your aunt, if you 
have spoken well with your sister. Did Imre tell you where 
she found the object? " 

Adnam said gravely, " She told me to say chat if you will 
come tomorrow she will show you herself.” 

" How can Imre manage to get away from her work? ” 

The boy grinned widely. “If you pay her ten piasires. 
she will tell the English Madam she is ill and must go 
home.” 

“Agreed,” I said, a little guiltily. 

The next afternoon both Adnam and Imre were waiting 
for me at the ruins. Imre pointed to a crevice in the ruins 
not far from where I was accustomed to sit overlooking the 
Jerusalem view, and disappeared inside, motioning me to 
follow her. I was less rhin and agile than she, but somehow 
I managed, with Adnam behind me. 

Imre led us past the crumbled ruins of an ancient wall to 
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ac open place. She pointed to a segment of wall of which 
there were several lower stones missiiig. Here,” she said, 
“on the ground in this space is where I found it.” 

Ckawadjah/' said Adnam, “will you not ^ve us our 
money now? ” 

“This U the place, I swear by Allah,” said Imre, and held 
out her hand. 

I examined the open space for a crevice, but there was 
none, and the earth was too hard for digging without a 
sharp shovel. Disappointed, 1 gave the girl her ten fiastres 
and left the ruins. 

I was sure Imre was telling the truth. Perhaps the cymbal’s 
mate had been thrown away in the rubbish of the last 
excavations, some forty years before. As the weeks passed 
I was busy with other work, and the cymbal left my mind. 
But its mate that sat on my shelf was clearly marked, 
“Unlinished Business." 

With the coming of winter Jerusalem had torrential rains. 
I spent the rainy season in Egypt and Europe, and when 1 
returned it was February, and spring in the Holy Land. 
Again, after a hard day’s work, I went to rest by the ruins, 
and remembering my unfinished business, 1 brought a garden 
trowel with me. 

The rains had softened the earth, and digging near the 
oblong stone, my trowel struck something hard. It was the 
mate to my cymbal, covered by a hard crust of earth but 
immediately recognisable. 

Home in my study 1 cleaned it and sec it beside the other 
on my shelf. I was now the proud possessor of a pair of 
cymbals possibly used in the time of David, when the great 
i^g sang his songs in praise of God: “ And David and all 
the house of Israel were making merry before the Lord with 
all their might, with songs and lyres and harps and tam¬ 
bourines and castinets and cymbals” (11 Samud 6:5, RSV). 
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"The singers . . . were to sound bronze cymbals” (I 
Chronicles 15 : 19 , RSV). 

Thai evening I dropped in on Dr. and Mrs. Hamilion, 
bearing, more than a Utile guiltily, a huge box of candy. 
Mrs. Hamilton looked at my gift with surprise, but accepted 
it with pleasure. Later, leaving the house, I pressed ten 
piastres into Imre's hand. This gift was accepted with an 
impassive face, sunepdaous bow, and complete under¬ 
standing. 


IV 

Ben-Dor's message was urgent; I must come immediately 
to the Museum. It must be an important matter indeed, I 
thought, leaving the hoxue; Ben-Dor knew 1 was busy with 
a fonhcoming expedition to the Sinai Peninsula with 
Flinders Petrie. 

As I entered his study, I could see chat Ben-Dor was 
literally bursting with some extraordinary news. ''All 
right,” I saldi " Tm waiting. What’s the great discovery this 
lime? ” 

He smiled. "How do you know we've made a great dis¬ 
covery? ” 

"Very simple. The key to the safe in your right hand." 

Ben-Dor shrugged and, going to the wall safe, returned 
with a cardboard box. He opened it slowly and lifted from 
the cotton batting a small hand-carved wood figurine of an 
Egyptian house servant Such figurines were placed in 
Egyptian solar boats, the symbolic boats of the dead buried 
with members of the Egyptian nobility and outstanding 
public personages. The Egyptians believed the solar boat 
guaranteed the dead smooth sailing into the afterworld, and 
that the wooden effigies of servants would come alive to 
resume their service in the hereafter. 


G 






1 had seen many such solar boats in Cairo's Egyptian 
Museum and in the shops of antique dealers, and Ben*Dor's 
enthusiasm was difficult to comprehend. The figurine in 
itself was not an outstanding example of the woodcarver’s 
art; the colouring was primitive and the carving crude, with¬ 
out the delicacy of other pieces like it made in the eighteenth 
and nineteenth dynasties (approximately 1500-1200 b.c.). 

I returned the figurine. “Nice,” I said, "but nothing 
special." 

It was evidently the answer he had expected. I sat silently, 
waiting for him to continue. Ben-Dor was too considerable 
a scholar to call me across the city to see a routine wood 
carving of no great significance. 

“I know” he began, "that in itself this figurine is unim¬ 
portant. There are many others like it. Its distinction lies 
in the fact that it was found not in Egypt, but in Palestine.” 

I was properly amazed. Of course there had been, at 
various peric^s of ancient history. Egyptian penetration into 
Palestine. The Bible mentions Egyptian political infiuence 
in various provinces of Canaan from the dme of the patri¬ 
archs (approximately 1800 B.c.) to the Exodus (approximately 
1250 B.C.). Three hundred years after the Hebrew invasion 
of Canaan by Moses. Egypt occupied Canaan and built there 
a network of fortresses. But Egyptian tombs and burial 
objects had yet to be discovered in the soil of the Holy Land. 

"Now you can understand my excitement,” Ben-Dor said. 

Indeed I could. " But how can you be stire this was found 
here? ” I asked. " Did you discover it yourself? ” 

"No. but the Arab who ploughed it up is completely 
reliable.” 

" I wonder. Maybe it was given to him by an Egyptian 
relative or friend, and he lied about its place of discovery 
to get your price.” 

Ben-Dor shook his head decisively- “We made our own 
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investigation. 1 can say with complete authority that this 
figurine was excavated in the soil of Palestine ” Ben-Dor 
was known for his scholarly accuracy; I extended my hand 
and offered him my congratulations. 

I took up the figurine and examined it more carefully. 
“Where was it found?" I asked, in what I hoped was a 
casual tone of voice. 

Ben-Dor shook his finger at me. “ For the time being that 
is our secret. We don’t plan to publish the find at the 
moment; nor will we exhibit it. In the near future we plan 
an excavation of the site where the figurine was found." 

I took out my magnifying glass, hoping to detea its place 
of origin, and for the fcst time noticed remnants of grey- 
green soil in the deeper impressions the carver's knife had 
made. Ben-Dor clu<^ed his disapproval and took back the 
figurine. He noted my smile anxiously. “Paul," he said 
with suspicion, "you're up to something.” 

"Not at all,” I said, and, thankmg him, said good-bye. 

Back in my study I took up my work, but found it difficult 
CO concentrate. Later that afternoon I dropped in on Adolph 
Reifcnberg. 1 asked him if there was any area of Palestine 
that had soil of a peculiarly greyish-green dnc. He told me 
there were several areas, off-handedly mentioning two of 
them in particular whose aulphur content produced this 
colour. One of these areas was in the Jordan region, not 
far from Judea. This area, however, I had to eliminate 
immediatdy; historic evidence showed that Egyptians had 
never setded or occupied military installations there. 
Another area, South of Gaza in the Negev, was more 
promising. Here, I felt, a peasant at his plough might well 
have turned up the wooden figurine. Before Gaza became a 
Philistine town it had been occupied on and off by invading 
Egyptian armies. These invasions had been referred to in 
the Tell el-Amama cablets, as well as in other hieroglyphic 
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writings on slabstones and columns in Edfu and other ruins 
discovered in upper Egypt. The crudity of Ben-Dor’s figurine 
seemed to point to one of the earlier dynasties, the sixteenth 
or fifteenth b.c., when Egyptian armies had invaded Canaan 
and Joseph had been purchased from his brethren by mer¬ 
chants travelling the caravan route between Canaan and 

Egypt- 

The figurine with its greenish soil still haunted me. Should 
1 be able to determine its place of discovery. I stood a good 
chance of finding addidonal objects that would shed light 
upon the period of the patriarch Jacob, his son Joseph, and 
the Hyksos shepherd kings. 

The next day I took the bus co Gaza. The mayor of Gaza 
was one of my Arab acquaintances and would, I thought, 
help me in any way he could. But when I asked if he knew 
of any new discoveries in the area he shook his head. 1 knew 
that there was a relationship between sulphur content and 
soil fertility so I asked him where, south of Gaza, the best 
oranges grew. The best dtrus fruit in Palestine was grown 
in the Gaza area, and certainly within the area there must 
be scrips that yielded a better crop chan others. The mayor 
told me the spot I was looking for was not far from Khan 
Junis, where several hundred acres produced superlative 
fruit. Khan Junis was only fifteen miles south of Gaza, and 
I took the bus chat left the next hour, 

Khan Junis was a large village with a single thoroughfare 
and farm-houses scattered to the left and right of it over a 
considerable distance. The village had a single coffee-house 
where, typical of the Middle East, men relaxed under the 
palm leaves, Here I began my investigation. I asked the 
proprietor if he knew of an Arab farmer who had recently 
sold an archaeological object in Jerusalem for a good price. 
He had heard nothing erf this and advised me to see the 
muktar, to whom I repeated my story. The muktar, a shifty- 
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eyed nuddle^aged man, also said he knew of no such farmer, 
and told me that had the object been found in his district 
it would have fallen under his jurisdiction. He confirmed 
the high quality of Khan Junis' citrus fruit, and directed me 
to the spot where the best oranges grew. 

I spent three hours examining the green^tinted soil of the 
premier scrips, but found noting. None of the dozen 
fellahin I spoke to knew anything of the wooden figurine. 
1 knew my hunch was right, and chat the figurine had come 
from this vicinity; the soil 1 had been sifdng through was of 
the same colour and consistency as chat which had adhered 
to the servant figurine. But 1 would have to examine at 
least ten square miles of dirt, and this was clearly impractic¬ 
able. I returned to the coffee-house, dined lightly, and 
waited for the bus for Gaza. 

It was unbearable in the early afternoon heat, and my shirt 
was soaked with perspiration; never bod 1 waided so eagerly 
for the sun to go down. There was an hour’s wait for the 
Gaza bus, and 1 spent it pouring cold lemonade down my 
throat until it threatened to come out of my ears. The bus 
finally rattled to a scop in front of the coffee-house, and I was 
depressed to see it was packed to capacity. Planned for 
twenty-four, it held at lease forty, and I was lucky to squeeze 
myself in. Hot, dishevelled, and miserable, I peered out 
upon the fields as we went. We had gone about five miles 
when the bus, already rattling alarmingly, broke down and 
stopped in the middle of the road. 

Stoically, without complaint, the passengers filed out to 
take the air while the driver repaired his engine. When I 
asked him how long it would he before we were under way 
again, the driver, bent irritably over his carburettor, merely 
shrugged. 

Attracted by our disaster, two little Arab gjrls had come 
from a nearby group of three or four clay huts to examine 
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the passengers in the wide-eyed wonderment of children 
everywhere. One held a small doll in her hands, and unless 
1 was dreaming, it was remarkably similar to the one 1 had 
seen in Ben-Dor’s study- " Child, where did you get this? ” 
I asked in rapid Arabic. 

The Uede girl shrank back, and, when 1 reached for the 
doll, ran frightened over the fields to one of the small clay 
huts. I reached the hut to find her sobbing in the doorway 
against the skirts of her mother. 

I caught my breath and explained to the woman, who 
took the doll from the child and showed it to me. Similar 
in every respect to Ben-Dor's £gurme, it had the same crude 
workmanship, the same colouring, the same details. Un¬ 
doubtedly it had been carved by the same artist, and what 
I held in my band was another figurine that had decorated 
the Egyptian solar boat upon which Ben-Dor's wooden 
carving once had stood. 

I tried to hide my exdtemeot and, opening my knapsack, 
gave the little girl and three other children who had suddenly 
appeared the entire store of my candies. 1 had won the 
family’s confidence, but the woman could tell me nothing 
about the doll beyond that her husband had found it in his 
fields and given it to bis youngest daughter for a toy. 

I waited for the master of the house to return from the 
fields. AJi was young, friendly, and without suspicion. He 
told me, while, ploughing five weeks ago, he had come across 
two wooden dolls. One he had given to his daughter, the 
other he bad presented to the mukiar of Khan Junis. He 
knew nothing of the muktar’s having sold it for a good price 
in Jerusalem, and hadn’t even mentioned the second doll to 
him. It rather amused him that so prominent a man as the 
muktar should have acted In so greedy and small a manner. 

Quickly All and 1 made a ded. Tonight I would be his 
guest, and tomorrow morning we would go to his field where 
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he would show me the exact spot where he had found the 
two figurines. I shared their dinner of tomatoes and bread, 
rolled into the blanket Ali*s wife gave me, and was asleep 
before the firat stars came out. 

Before sun-up we were on our way to the fields, All pointed 
out the furrow, sprouting now with maize, where the two 
dolls had been uncovered. His topsoil was shallow; what¬ 
ever was buried beneath it could not be buried very deep. 
I encircled the spot with stones as markers and, assuring the 
young farmer I would recompense him for any damage done 
to his crop, we began to dig. 

We had penetrated hardly a foot when my shovel struck 
something hard. I cleared the dirt from a limestone slab 
one foot high and three quarters of a foot wide which, 
exquisitely sculptured, showed two Egyptian priests standing 
under a boat of the dead. The slab had nearly twenty hiero- 
gyphic signs, and I was able to identify it as of the time of 
the Hebrew patriarchs, with a corresponding Egyptian date 
of 1600 B.c. The stone was a considerable discovery, for 
decipherment of the hieroglyphs would tell the story of the 
tomb it came from. 

I continued my digging cautiously, careful not to destroy 
possible wood objects with the sharp edge of my shovel. But 
the cwo-fooc level was barren, and I was forced to conclude 
that the tomb to which the slab belonged had been ransacked 
some thousands of years ago, and that what I found was not 
the exact site of the comb chamber, but the dumping ground 
where grave robbers had deposited objects from the tomb 
they thought worthless. 

Such a conclusion is heartbreaking to the archaeologist, 
but he will often dig on, hoping against hope until dark. 
We had dug another foot when I saw something glittering 
in All’s shovel. It was a gilded sun disc on a wooden stem, 
two inches in diameter and of the same period as the two 
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wooden figurines. The finding of the disc spurred ray 
energy, and though my hands were covered with blisters I 
felt no pain or discomfort. When All’s wife came with food 
and a clay jar filled with cool water, the pit was almost three 
feet deep. Wc lunched and rested and began to dig again. 

Within the next hour I had found a wooden figurine 
representing a servant, a five^inch wooden raodcl of a saxco* 
pbagus with remnants of hieroglyphic writing, and a wooden 
solar boat one foot long. We dug for another two hours, but 
without result. The earth had become increasingly harder, 
and I knew from experience that in such soil, never couched 
by human hands, there is nothing to be found. I told Ali 
he could stop digging. 

My findings more than pleased me, Here in a maize field 
between Gaza and Khan Jurus I had uneanhed remains of 
the only Egyptian solar boat to be found in Palestine, and 
ocher remnants of Egyptian presence going back thircy*five 
hundred years. Back in All’s house I sorted and examined 
my finds more carefully and paid Ali for his help. Finally 
I convinced his little daughter she should exchange her doll 
for what delicacies were in my knapsack. It was now lace 
afternoon; I could make my way back to Gaza by donkey, 
and there find connections to the train to Jerusalem. 

Late chat night I arrived back in Jerusalem from one of 
my shortest but most successful excursions. Before dropping 
in on Ben-Dor at the Museum next morning, I stopped off 
in the bazaar and bought a beautiful mechanical doll impor¬ 
ted from America, The doll could open and dose her eyes 
and shed real tears. I sent it off to All’s daughter in Khan 
Junis. 

Ben-Dor was out of his office, but I left an invitarion for 
dinner at my house that evening. Father Fleurant and Ben- 
Coral arrived early, and I told them the story of the solar 
boat, now neatly mounted on my desk with the figurines and 
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aun disc. When Ben-Dor came I was hidden with my friends 
behind a door, and wc watched him stop in amazement. He 
cleaned his glasses and looked again. 

I came from behind the door, saying, “From Khan Jtinis. 
A solar boat from the time of the patriarch Jacob buried in 
the ground of Canaan. Slightly more definite proof of 
ancient Egypt's presence and influence in Canaan than the 
Museum has been able to escablish." 

Ben*Dor looked at me, his mouth agape. “ But how did 
you find it? ’* he stammered. 

“Ah," I said, “but that is my secret.” 



VI 

Salome in Stone 


*T TEMPTiwcio verify the New Testament is a difficult 
and frequently unrewarding task. Unlike the more 
^ ^ancient periods of the Old Testament, Christ's time 
was one in wMch many dificrent civilizations and cultures 
were strongly intermingled and it is not easy to separate 
them. While Jerusalem is filled with many Christian shrines 
it is difficult to specify many of them as authentic, though 
their geographic locadoni as noted in the Gospels are correct. 
Ge-Hinnom, the pool of Siloam, and the temple area high 
above the Kidron Valley are all sites that existed in the time 
of Christ. This is also true of the little mosque buUt on the 
foundations of the Roman fort, Antonia. 

I have included in this chapter two of my experiences 
with New Testament archaeology, both of which produced 
objects of considerable historical value. 

The archaeological foundations of Christianity as well as 
the miracles described in the New Testament were constant 
subjects of discussion when Father Flcurant, Rabbi Ben- 
Goral, and I got together for one of our regular battles royal. 
Ben-Goral who, of course, refused to admit Christ’s divinity, 
was generally aggressive about bis ideas. Fleurant’s chief 
weapon was his rather infuriating calm; he believed it was 
his self<ontroL that gave him the advantage. Most often 
our discussions ended with a heated argument, dawn break- 
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ing with no one the victor, and only the line of empty wine 
bottles to mark the passage of time. 

On this particular evening, when Flcuranc praised the 
wine, Ben-Goral was silent, Fleurani remarked, “Even the 
wine at the marriage at Cana could not have been better." 

“Absurd,” snapped Ben-Goral. 

Father Fleurant turned to him politely. "Did you say 
something?” 

"Your statement is patently absurd,” said Ben-Goral 
loudly. 

The battle was on. Fleurant was patronizingly gentle, 
"What id absurd, my good friend? " 

"As if you didn’t know I ” the rabbi shouted. “I mean 
all that nonsense about the miracle of Cana." 

Fleurant replied with infinite patience. “To me it is a 
perfectly accepuble roiiacle.” 

Ben-Goral shook his head. “ There are no miracles.” 

The old monk turned to me, the palms of his hands 
uplifted in supplication. " Paul, what shall we do with this 
poor benighted rabbi? He is stubborn as a mule.” 

"The marriage at Cana proves no miracle,” said Ben-Goral. 
“It is the sheerest fiction. Either that, or Jesus was only a 
magidan, if a good one.” 

“A divine magician,” Fleurant put In quickly. "I see 
chat you concede that much. You are beginning to see the 
light.” 

"I have always seen the light,” Ben-Goral assured him 
crossly. “ It is you, old man, who are deluded." He laughed 
contemptuously. " Changing water into wine—that's a fairy 
tale for children.” 

“Then it should be within your ken,” said Fleurant with 
irony. 

Ben*Goral was furious now. “ListenI ” he shouted, 
pounding on the table, “You and your church maintain that 


208 DtOGING IN THE HOLT LANS 

many of your priestly powers were inherited from Jesus 
through apostolic succession, do you not? *’ 

The monk nodded. 

“Then you, Father Fleurant, of the Franciscan order, 
should be able to duplicate the miracle. Here/' he said, 
pushing a carafe of water in front of Fleurant, “are the 
means. Let me see you do it." 

It seemed to me that Ben>^ral was going a Utde far, but 
he pushed away my mterceding hand. " Once and for all/' 
he said, “ we will settle the question." 

My friends needed calming down. 1 refilled oui glasses 
and said, “Here, we have wine already. Let’s drink it." 
But I was unsuccessful in easing the tension. 

“ Very well," said Fleurant. He lowered his head as if 
in prayer. Lifting hia hands over the water, he gazed up 
into the starlit sky. Minutes passed in silence. Then, 
pouring the contents of the carafe into a glass, he drank 
it. 

“ It is wine,” he said. “ Real wine." 

Glowering, Ben-Goral took up the glass and sipped from it. 
He set the glass down hard. "It is water,” he shouted, 
getting very red, “plain, ordinary water! ” 

Fleurant cocked his head and drank again. “It is most 
assuredly wine,” he announced to the rabbi. "Even the 
pleasure a miracle brings is denied you. You are too realistic 
and earthy, my friend.” He pushed the glass towards me. 
"Paul, you decide," I caught his surreptitious wink. 

I sipj^ from the glass and said, "Yes, it is wine.” 

Ben*Goral sprang to his feet. "You are both idiots I ” 
Grabbing the glass from my hand he swallowed what was 
left in noisy gulps and slammed it down on the table. “ It 
is water, and you are fools," he sdd, and stalked away into 
the garden. 

Father Fleurant rocked with silent laughter. 
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“ Ben*Goral,” said Fleurani, when he was himsdf again, 
“would make an excellent Christian.” 

I laughed. “ And juat the other day he told me you would 
make a fine Jew.” 

I refilled our glasses with the wine of Latrum, and we «at 
waiting for Ben-Goral to return. In a moment he came up 
from the garden and cook his customary chair. 

Fleurant smiled. “My friend, I wanted only to prore co 
you diat when we believe, we believe even in miracles. It 
was water, of course, but thinking of Him, I tasted the sweet¬ 
ness of wine.” 

"That's better/’ said Ben-Goral, completely mollified. 
"But please, don’t give me such a shock again. For a 
moment! took you for one of the holy men.” 

“lam pleased chat you accepted my lesson. If you thought, 
however fleetingly, I was capable of miracles, then one day 
you will accept the miracle chat is genuine.” 

They shook hands and were friends again, and we began 
to talk of the marriage at Cana, related in the second chapter 
of the Gospel according to Sc. John. At the wedding, to 
which Jesus, Mary, and the disciples were invited, the scant 
supply of wine ran out. Mary asked Jesus to replenish it, and 
Jesus ordered that six jars be filled with water. The contents 
of the jars poured out by the servants was wine, and this 
was Jesus’ first known miracle. 

Father Fleurant offered the opinion that Mary knew of 
Jesus’ miraculous abilities: otherwise she would not have 
asked for so public a demonstration of them. It occurred 
to me that the wedding parry in itself must have had some 
importance, since Jesus had attended it. Among Christians 
die story of the marriage at Cana has been accepted as fact, 
but there was no record of it other than the Gospels. I 
wondered if ocher evidence was discoverable. 

After Fleurant and Ben-Goral had departed aim in arm 
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this possibility continued to iiiirig;ue me. I was particulariy 
anxious to find an andquiry from the period of the New 
Testament, and perhaps prove that the marriage at Cana had 
actually taken place. Fleurant as a good Christian accepted 
the Biblical interpretation of the marriage feast; but even 
he had his doubts of its historical fact. Ben^Goral rejected 
it entirely. 1 wanted to prove them wrong if I could- That 
night I decided upon an exploration to Cana, after planning 
some thorough historical research. 

Ancient Cana existed no longer, but deep in the Galilean 
foothills was the village o£ Kufr el-Cana, some ten miles 
north-east of Nazareth. In the Old Testament Kufr ehCana 
is referred to as Gath-hepher, where Jonah the prophet was 
born. Curiously, archaeologists had paid little attention to 
the town, though in the closing years of the nineteeenth 
century a German expedition had worked nearby. The Uctle 
village where Crusaders once had dwelt had long been 
recognized as one of Christianity’s holy shrines, and was now 
included in the itinerary of all the major pilgrimages. 

Some 1,500 people lived there now, two*thirds of them 
Christians, the rest Moslems. Kufr el-Cana had a Moslem 
mosque, a Greek Orthodox church, and a small Roman 
Catholic church. Between the two Christian sects a unique 
rivalry existed. The Roman Catholics claimed their church 
was built atop an ancient chapel erected by Constantine the 
Great in the fourth century, in cum built upon the site of 
the house where the wedding had taken place. On the altar 
of this church was a plaque with a Latin inscription reading: 
“Here is the place where the pitchers were.” 

The Greek Orthodox had on display a wine cup found 
during excavations for the foundation of their church, and 
claimed this cup bad been used at the wedding and been 
touched by Christ himself. I kn^ from my research that 
both churches could not have been built upon the wedding 


SALOME IN STONE HI 

site. The cup o£ the Greek Orthodox post-dated both in 
material and ornamemation the time of Christ. 

My own starting point was the well of the village market¬ 
place- In one of his writings, Epiphanius, Bishop of the 
Eastern church, in Cyprus, who lived around a.d. 375, had 
mentioned a well close to the house where the couple had 
been married. According to Epiphanius, every year on the 
nth of Tybi (April) in the Egyptian calendar the water of 
Cana turned to wine. For many years, Epiphanius had said, 
this dace was a holiday in the village of Cana. 

In a chronicle of the Crusades I had found another 
reference to Cana. On a certain day of the year a marriage 
feast was celebrated around the fountain with free wine 
distributed to the village. This celebration had been banned 
by the Christian King Isaac I of Jerusalem in the thirteenth 
century a.d. Isaac, a pious roan, had disapproved of the 
villagers’ drunkeness on the day of reverence. 

These were the last direct links between Kufr el*Cana 
and the Gospel of Sc. John I had been able to find; after 
A.D. 1250 Cana was no longer mendoned. But I hoped to 
come across unrecorded folklore among the villagers them¬ 
selves. 

I left Jerusalem, headed north, and arrived in Kufr el-Cana 
shortly after noon. 1 found lodgings with a Christian widow 
and unpacked my knapsack. With books, maps, and papers 
littered about, my new room looked much like my study in 
Jerusalem before one of Sonja's determined cleanings. When 
the place grew grey with cigarette smoke 1 began to feel 
completely at home. 

That evening I wandered through Kufr cl-Cana’s crooked 
streets, speaking to all the greybeards I met, asking them 
what stories they had heard of the miracle for which their 
town was famous. The results were meagre, and I visited 
the priests of the two rival Christian churches. They, too, 
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could cell me nothing I did not already luiow. 1 realized my 
task was a hard one. I had my archaeological licence from 
the Department of Andquides of the Bridsh Government in 
Jerusalem> hue any digging 1 might do would be an Insult 
to the priests and the town elders. 

The situation called for diplomacy. I bought bagsful of 
candy at the local confectioner's and distributed them to the 
children. Through the children I was able to gain the 
coniidence of their parents, and was accepted by them as a 
more or less scholarly tourist. At the coffee-house in the 
market-place I played host to the priests, providing food and 
wine. I was careful not to bring together the Roman 
Catholics and the Greek Orthodox, for they feared and hated 
one another like cat and dog. 

The foundations of the town had changed little since the 
time of the Crusades. Taking this into account, I examined 
the foundation stones of the houses on the market-place, and 
made my first significant discovery. The foundations of 
several of them were large slabs typical of the Roman era 
in the Palestine of two thousand years ago. If the marriage 
had taken place at all, it had probably been in one of these 
houses in close proximity to the well. 

The evening of the fifth day I had a visitor. He was a 
middle-aged Arab, friendly but avaricious. I knew he had 
information to sell, and 1 pretended disinterest. After the 
£rsc amenities 1 fell silent, waiting for him to open the 
immemorial process of baner. 

He spoke finally, saying, ‘‘Sir, I know several places 
where it would profit you to dig.” This surprised me; I had 
told no one in Kufr d-Cana 1 planned to excavate, making 
it known only that I had come here in search of material 
for a book I was writing. 

Feigning innocence. 1 asked him, ” Dig for what? ” 

He smiled broadly. know what you look for—gold 
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from the tombs of ancient kings or queens. I can help you. 
I know where you can find fortunes.” 

Before I could set the man straight the door opened to 
reveal a dozen villagers standing in the hallway. Each held 
something in his hand—a pottery jar, a broken teapot, a 
kitchen utensil, One hopefully proffered a broken Coca- 
Cola botde. They had heard I was looking for relics of the 
past. I got rid of them finally, distributing small coins right 
and left. My visitor required baksheesh of alighdy larger 
denomination. 

Now that my purpose in Kufr el-Cana was known, I 
resolved to take the bull by the horns and approached the 
owners of the houses in the town buQi on Roman foundations- 
I went to see the householder who lived nearest the well. He 
was a Chrisdan Arab whose name was Hyatt, a textile sales¬ 
man and local agent for the Singer sewing machine. Hyatt, 
a man of the Oriental world* was shrewd, successful, and 
respected as a businessman. 1 knew he would drive a bard 
bargain. 

He listened to me politely, "Then you wish to dig up 
my courtyard? ” he inquired. 

“ Only a few feet, preliminarily. If I find indicadons of 
what I'm looking for, 1 would compensate for further 
excavation.” 

"My property would be ruined/' 

" I would pay you well, Mr. Hyatt. And if I am successful, 
your house will become a shrine and yourself a famous man.” 

Seemingly disinterested in the delights of fame, Hyatt 
demanded an exorbitant price for the right to dig near his 
courtyard wall. Finally we came to an agreement. I paid 
him three Palcsdnian pounds—about twelve dollars at the 
dme^with the promise of another nine if I dug further than 
the minimum two feet. For each additional foot of excava- 
don beyond three feet, Hyatt would receive another two 
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pounds, it occurred to me that, should I be successful, Ktifr 
el-Ca»a might well prove an expensive proposition. 

I began work the following day with two of Hyatt's sons 
and their two cousins as my manual helpers; Hyatt distrusted 
strangers. Before excavating, 1 examined the courtyard 
thoroughly. Along the base of the walls were several clearly 
ancient Roman stones. There was a definite hump in the 
soil that extended from the wall into the courtyard. Several 
chiogi could have caused it, among them an accumulation of 
rubbish or a natural disturbance. With my pick I broke 
the soil of the hump, deepening my blows gradually. One 
foot down, 1 noticed a change in the soil composition. This 
was a good sign, meaning the ground was not uniform and 1 
could expect to find succeeding levels. 

I put Hyan's sons to work digging; the other boys removed 
the soil in baskets and piled it at one end of the courtyard. 
There I set up a cable and chair where I sieved through the 
sand, using my magnifying glass at regular intervals. 

Within a few hours the ditch from the hump to the court¬ 
yard wall was two feet deep, and I had sifted out several 
pottery shards, some of them three to four hundred years old. 
Absorbed in my work, I had not noticed the gathering crowd, 
among it priests from both Catholic and Greek Orthodox 
churches, sunding well apart. 

Determined to expand and deepen the excavation ditch, 
I paid the grumbling Hyatt his additional nine pounds. 
T^ee days passed, the work going more slowly as we passed 
the strata of natural soil and encountered another, greyish 
and gritty in character. The pottery shards became thicker 
and cruder, and 1 came upon fragments of jars and dishes 
more chan a thousand years old. 

When in another foot of digging the charaaer of the soil 
had not changed, I grew impatient. I was afraid the two- 
thousand-year level could not be reached with less chan 
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another five to six feet of excavation. I had already dug five 
feet and found nothing of importance. 

Hyatt’s grumbling, unaffected by his increasing profits, 
grew louder. Again and again I assured him I would restore 
the excavation and hold myself strictly accountable for any 
damage to his house and courtyard. My funds were 
seriously low. Had I listened to reason, I would have packed 
up then and there. But thougji the evidence was all against 
it, my hunch was too compelling. The passion of the 
gambler drove me and I could not quit now. In the evenings 
I bolted my frugal meals and went to my room to read and 
study. 

On the seventh day one of the boys shouted in exdiement 
and held up a small clay oil lamp in perfect condidon. I 
ordered the boys to stop digging, in cue their shovels broke 
or destroyed other objects, and hurriedly cleaned the lamp. 
Clearly marked with gnostic geometrical designs and in con¬ 
struction very primitive, the lamp was typical of the «cond, 
third, and fourth centuries in the Holy Land, when Palesune 
was in religious and polidcal upheaval. Out of this confusion 
had developed the gnosdc philosophy which can be regarded 
as the labour pains of organized Christianity. Although in 
itself not an important find, the lamp was a great reward and 
encouragement. 

From then on I worked with the boys in the cxcavadon 
ditch. Now almost five and a half feet deep, I wu obliged to 
shore it up carefully. Shovelful by shovelful we dug deeper. 
I felt sure I was now in a stratum equivalent to ^e tUrd 
century a-ix 

Then came the second discovery, In one shovelful of dirt I 
found three beaudfol iridescent glass beads, pan of a neck¬ 
lace typical of Christ's time. The following morning, at 
seven feet, we came across three plaster slabs, either street 
or courtyard pavements. A short time later, on the eastern 
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side oi the ditch, I found cubes of Roman limestone mosaic, 
the original mortar adhering to ic. I knew I stood now 
in the courtyard of a house at least two thousand years 
old. 

A new problem faced me, We were seven feet under¬ 
ground and several feet to the east of where I could expect 
a continuation of the mosaic floor or wall. We would have 
to dig a tunnel to it. Every shovelful brought up more 
mosaic; soon I had over two hundred pieces- When darkness 
fell we were forced to scop work, but not before our picks 
had struck blank wall directly beneath the garden wall of 
Hyatt's courtyard- 

I cautioned my excited co-workers. “Please,” I said, 
" don't speak of ibis. Tell no one.” 

I bed^d down for the night at the excavation, sending 
one of the boys back to my rooming-house for blankets, 
When I awakened at dawn, I was couched to see chat 
the four boys had crept back to the ditch to sleep near 
me, 

We were eager to resume the excavation. I was haunted 
by the hope chat I had found a house from the dme of 
^rist, perhaps the very dwelling in which the marriage had 
taken place. 

I knew 1 lacked the proper tools for a thorough excavation. 
Though I had been careful to shore the tunnel up at regular 
intervals, it might collapse at any moment, burying alive 
those of us who were in it at the time. For the right kind 
of job I needed not only Hyatt’s approval of a large-scale 
excavation but the help of the Palestine Department of 
Antiquities, the RockcMer Museum, or one of the univer- 
Mties with which I was loosely connected. It would have 
been sensible for me to close the rite, return to Jerusalem, 
and organize a more fully staffed expedition. But my excite¬ 
ment vras too great for that. I decided to continue Ae work 
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in the runnel myself, using the boys only as helpers in the 
open area of the excavation. 

My plan now was to work along the stone wall both right 
and left, looking for an opening, while the boys built stronger 
supports for the tunnel walls behind me. It was damp, and 
the perspiration poured oS me in streams as 1 lay on my 
stomach, chipping away with my pick at the sand that 
adhered like cement to the wall. I do not know how long 
1 lay there, clawing away, seven feet underground without 
safe buttressing. But suddenly my pick encountered no resis¬ 
tance. I had hit upon a sand-choked opening, either a win* 
dow or doorway. 

1 returned to the tunnel opening for a small shovel and a 
basket, and at the wall once more, began to shovel the loose 
sand away from the opening. After another four hours of 
work, 1 was able to determine chat the opening was the 
entrance to a room. By late afternoon I bad succeeded in 
clearing an opening that measured two by three feet. I 
could now effect a passage into the room, though the rain of 
loose dirt from overhead discouraged me from going further. 
I stopped for the day. 

The next morning, after another two hours of shovelling. 
I broke into the room. It was a small chamber, probably a 
storeroom, three yards by two and with a ceiling five feet 
from the floor. There were no windows. The room seemed 
completely empty, undl ray flashlight revealed a day ossuary, 
about two feet long and one and a half feet wide. Such 
chests were used from 300 b.c. to a.d. 300 to hold the bones 
of the more iUustrioua dead and their valuable belongings. 
The chest was decorated with drcular symbols typical of the 
flrsc century. 

The lid was sealed to the chest with mortar; I would be 
able to open it only above ground with the proper tools. 
After shoving the chest into the mouth of the tunnel, I took 
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one last look around the room. Then I made my way back 
through the tunnel to the ditch, pushing the ossuary inch by 
inch before me. The boys lifted it by rope from the ditch to 
Hyatt's courtyard. 

1 took up a chisel, and chipped away at the sealing mortar, 
warning the excited boys that what the chest contained might 
not be a pleasant sight. My own heart was pounding as 1 
pried off the lid. 

There were no bones in the chest, but under a thick layer 
of dust two glass cups and a large glass dish in perfect con¬ 
dition. Seldom had 1 seen such perfecdon in glass-making. 
Perspiring more profusely now than I had while working in 
the tuimel, I asked myself: Could these cups have been used 
at the marriage feast Christ attended > Certainly their 
original owner had thought them extraordinary enough to 
warrant preservation. 

Two days later I was back in Jerusalem, and that evening 
Fleurant, Ben-Coral, Sukenik, and my other colleagues came 
to see my find. Never before, they said, had there been such 
a discovery in Cana. I had proved again that lone-wolf 
archaeology brought results. 

Later the two men of God and I sat on my porch drinking 
the red Judean wine Ben-Gorai had presented to me with his 
congratulation. I told them of the excavation, and then 1 
posed aloud the question that haunted us all: bad the cups 
Indeed been used at the marriage feast? 

It is obvious," said Father Fleurant, " that this glassware 
was used in the marriage. Otherwise, their owner would 
have had no reason to preserve it so carefully." 

Bcn-Goral only smiled. 

"Undoubtedly," continued the Father, “there were other 
cups and plates, but they were given away to the guests as 
mementos." 

Fleurant picked up one of the cups and regarded it with 
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adoring eyes. “ To think,'* he said sofdy, “ that this glass 
held the miraculous wine, and chat Christ himself could 
have drunk from it." 

Though the good Father may have been convinced, as a 
scientist I was required to be more sceptical. The Cups of 
Cana were of the time of Christ and from the town He had 
visited; perhaps one had touched KIs lips. But of this I 
could not be dogmatically certain, nor could anyone. It was 
miracle enough for me that 1 should have been able to kindle 
so bright a light as that which shone now in the eyes of my 
holy friend. 


II 

One hot afternoon, in a shade^awn hotel room near the 
Sea of Galilee, something white gleamed in the hand of a 
bronzed and wrinkled Arab sitting across the room from me. 
In the semi*darknes8 the object took on a definite form, and 
1 felt an almost unendurable excitement. 

To hide it I motioned to the Arab to set the piece aside, 
and return to the coins and glass beads he had already shown 
me. My cigarette trembled in my hand as I discussed the 
beads in Arabic with my visitor. Now and then I stole a 
look at the white object lying on a piece of crumpled news* 
paper on the tile floor. 1 could hardly refrain from snatching 
it up and hurrying away with ic. For two years I had waited 
for this moment, and these last few imnutes were agony. 

At last we struck a bargain. The Arab left full of joviality 
and fervent wishes for more such profitable business meet* 
ings. I closed the door quickly, bolted ic, and picked up the 
piece. It was a small head of marble no bigger than a 
woman's fist. The patina of time had tinted it with a soft, 
ivory-like lustre. It was plainly the portrait of a young 
woman; of a princess, judging hy the dara or diadem she 
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wore. I knew where the head had been foxmd, 1 knew the 
period from which it dated, and as I turned it over in my 
hands, feeling its smoothness and admiring its enigmatic 
perfection, 1 dared to ask myself the question: was 1 holding 
the likeness of a Herodian princess of Judea, perhaps even 
Salome, who had danced before Herod and his court and 
received into her hand the severed head of John the Baptist? 

To understand the imensity of my emotion it is necessary 
to go back some two years. At that time, on a visit to the 
Dominican Church of Domitio on the Mount of Zion, I saw 
an interesting new addition to the churches archaeological 
collection of artifacts from Northern Palestine. This was a 
large pottery wme jar of Roman times found, so Father 
Andreas the custodian had told me, near the ruins of Herod 
Antipas' palace in Machaerus, far south of Tiberias towards 
the Dead Sea. The jar had been found by an Arab farmer, 
in a cave near where he had been ploughing, as often happens 
in the Holy Land. The jar's period could be definitely 
assigned by a number of coins found it it dating from a.d. 
4 to 49 . 

Constantly on the outlook as 1 was for such finds, 1 asked 
to see the coins. Father Andreas showed me one, in bad 
condidon, known to have been struck by Herod. The Arab 
had found other objects in the jar but had refused to sell 
them, although describing them to the priest as “ trash,” 

The word ” trash ” can mean a great deal to the archaeo- 
lo^sc, and the pottery jar aroused my curiosity. I sensed 
immediately that the things the Arab had wanted to keep 
were of greater value than the jar itself. Father Andreas 
did not know the name or village of the farmer, something 
for which I had no ri^c to blame him. He was a theologian, 
not an archaeologist, and his little museum was not designed 
for scholarship and research. 

A pottery jar from the time of Herod; the report of an 
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Arab who bad found ie, name and habitation unknown; 
certain other objects found in the jar, nature and number 
unknown, 1 bad run down more than one archaeological 
find with less information to go on, and I set to work. 

My first step was to find out the name and village of the 
farmer. As an aid I could count on my twenty-year acquain¬ 
tance among the Arab farmers in the valleys* the shepherds 
in the mountains, the desen Bedouins- The time was World 
War II, and I was with the British Information Office, my 
job to help spread the Allied cause among the Arabs and 
prevent an Aiab-Nazi alliance. My duties took me over 
the length and breadth of Palestine, and in the course of my 
travels 1 threw out a network of inquiry regarding the 
unknown Arab fellah. 

Many names were brought to me by my Arab friends in 
the next ux or seven months. I investigated every likely 
prospect, going miles out of my way to the western shore of 
Lake Tiberias and along the River Jordan. But the trail 
became fainter. Finally, eight months after I had first seen 
the pottery jar in the museum of Domitio, I found my man. 
He was a relatively well-to-do Arab who owned farm land 
in El-Hammi, in the vicinity of Tiberias, and near the village 
of Pelah on the Transjordan side of the River Amon. He 
spent most of his time in El-Hammi. 

finding him was only the start of a long and tedious pro 
cess inevitable in dealing with the primitive people of the 
Middle East. Mussa was stockily dignified in appearance, 
with a face heavily pock-marked and bronzed from the 
Galilean and Moabic suns. His age was indefinite; time 
means little to such dwellers in the wilderness. 

Mussa was in no haste to deal with me. Ten times I 
visited his village, to discuss everything from the weather 
to the state of the camel market and the high price of figs 
before he would tell me what beside the coins he had found 
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IQ tht jar near the andcQt Herodian palace^forrress of 
Machaenu. Finally, he said, “ There were some beads, and 
other trash ” I pressed for a chance to see the trash and 
finally he agreed to bring it to me at Tiberias on my next 
trip north. 

As soon as my official dudes permitted I made plans to 
return to Tiberias, and sent word to Mussa in £1-Hammi 
that I would be at the Tiberias Hotel on a certain day. On 
that day I arrived, and for three days I wailed, busy mean¬ 
while in the neighbouring Galilean villages on behalf of the 
Allied Information Office in Jerusalem. 

When I had begun to give up hope Mussa arrived. We 
went immediately to my room. The blinds were drawn 
against the sun and the room was shadowy. I ordered coffee 
and shared a cup with my guest. I was smoking cigarettes, 
but Mussa declined one. 1 ordered a narghile ^r him and 
we sat talking of irrelevant things, drinking coffee at intervals 
as the day wore on. 

When I tactfully brought the subject around to the purpose 
of Mussa*! visit he said, "Yes, Ckawadjah, I have brought 
some things with me/’ and promptly digressed again. He 
was going to keep me dangling. 

On the floor beside him stood a wicker basket in which 
were, 1 was sure, the pieces he had brought me. Finally, with 
a sigh, he opened the basket and rummaged around in it. 
1 caught a gWpse of his lunch—Arab bread, tomatoes, and 
onions—a pair of sandals he had brought to town to be 
mended for one of his wives, and a roUed-up Arabic news- 
paper. 

With an air of dignified unconcern he first handed me 
several ancient bronze coins like the one Father Andreas had 
shown me. They were from the Herodian period. Only one 
coin was interesting, though not valuable; many like it had 
been found in the last fifty years. I passed along the inform* 
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ation to Mu$$a in a casual tone, to discourage him from ask* 
Ing an exorbitant price for the ocher articles. 

I assume these were found in the Roman jar you sold to 
the Domitio? " I asked. 

“Yea," replied Mussa, “and also other things.” He took 
a twist of newspaper from the wicker basket, and unrolled 
ic» pouring out a handful of finely iridescent glass beads. 

The bubbling water of his narghile sounded softly in the 
room as 1 examined the beads. Some were blue, some yellow, 
some green, some opalescent; originally clear, they were 
covered now by a blue and silver patina. 1 placed them as of 
approximately the same period as the coins; they had their 
value, but were hardly worth a two'year search. 

Then, for the third time, Mussa reached into his basket 
and drew out a small objea wrapped in crumpled newspaper. 
Quickly he unrolled it, and a white object gleamed. “ Some¬ 
thing hardly worth showing," he said, “just a piece of infidel 
filth," The only reason he had brought it along was because 
one of his wives had demanded he get rid of the unclean 
thing, lest it comaminace the house. 

Among the fanatically religious Moslems any representa¬ 
tion of the human face or figure in painting or scitipmre is 
considered blasphemous, and any representation of the 
female face or figure is held to be obscene. The very ortho¬ 
dox Jews observe the same taboo today. In the time of 
Moses it was forbidden to make a likeness of a human being 
since human beings are made in the likeness of God. 

My excitement, as Mussa showed me the sculpted head, 
1 have already described. Ic seemed an eternity till Mussa 
left and I was free to examine my prize at the window. The 
first signs certainly pointed towards its being a Herodian 
princess- The words of the Gospel flashed through my 
mind: " The daughter of Herodias danced before the com¬ 
pany, and pleased Herod, so that he promised with an oath 
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to give her whatever she might ask. Prompted by her 
mother* she said, Give me the head o£ John the Baptist here 
OD a planer. And the king was sorry; but because of his oaths 
and his guests he commanded it to be given her; he sent 
and had John beheaded In the prison, and his head was 
brought on a platter and given to the girl, and she brought 
it to her mother” (Matt RSV). 

Salome I Could this possibly be an actual portrait of the 
girl celebrated in art and legend for almost two thousand 
years? About whom scores of great painters had created 
their own imagined likenesses: Titian, Rubens, Cranach, 
Ghirlandajo, da Volterra, Moreau, Vasari, Hcnncr, Leuni, 
Veneco? This woman's legend had inspired Oscai Wilde’s 
masterpiece, set to music by Richard Strauss, translated into 
a dozen languages and sung in every capital in the civilized 
world. In her celebrauon, poems, dramas, and novels had 
appeared in every country of the Occident. 

1 studied the head, wi^ its sightless eyes and muted Ups, 
and I became convinced that it was indeed the portrait in 
stone of, if not Salome herself, at the least a Herodian 
princess. 

Historic fact tended to bear me out. Herod had resided 
in Tiberias, but lived most of the time in his palace-strong- 
hold of Machaerus. Though in the Gospels the place of 
John the Baptist’s imprisonment for sedition is not specih- 
caUy named, In legendary accounts the place of his incarcera¬ 
tion and death is assumed to be Machaerus, where Herod 
celebrated his birthday with a great feast at which Salome 
danced. The execution was pictured as taking place 
immediately afterwards, as in the Bible, and many imagina¬ 
tive recreations of the scene had Salome continuing her dance 
holding the severed head aloft in her hands. A more precise 
authority, Flavius Josephus, in his Antiquities of the Jews, 
has Machaerus situated not near Tiberias—up to the last 
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fifty years generally considered by scholars to be its location 
—but farther south on the Dead Sea, *' on the borders of the 
dominions of Arecas, King of Arabia; Petrea; and the 
dominions of Aniipas/' It was here and not near Tiberias 
that Mussa had found the pottery jars. 

1 telephoned immediately to Jerusalem to Ben-Dor and 
Ola! Madson, the latter a leading authority on Biblical 
antiquities. Their excitement was equal to mine. "Stay 
where you are," they cold me, “we’ll drive to Tiberias by 
special car tomorrow." 1 spent the next day in a nervous 
dream, counting the minutes to their arrival. They came at 
dinner time and, postponing the evening meal, we re<hecked 
the statue’s identification. Early the next morning we went 
to El-Hammi to interrogate Mussa. Ac first the old man 
thought I had returned for my money, but once assured of 
my good faith he repeated the story of how he had found the 
jar, describing the exaa location of the site, and swearing to 
Allah chat he had given me everything that was in the jar. 
He declared himsdf perfectly willing to show us the cave 
where he had discovered the jar. 

It was a three-hour trip by car to the Arab village now 
called Mekaur, situated some four hundred yards from 
Machaerus’ circumvailing wall. The ruins of Machaerus 
sit upon the top of a conical hill rising about twenty-eight 
feet above the Dead Sea in the hills of Moab. Inside the 
crumbled walls we found a dried-out well and two dungeons. 
One of these may well have been the prison in which John 
was confined on the charge of indting to rebellion. 

It was too late for further exploration, and we stayed the 
night in Mussa’s clay house. We bought vegetables, rice, 
and eggs from the villagers, and Ben-Dor, an excellent cook, 
prepared an attractive meal. Soon after daybreak. Mussa 
brought us to the cave where he had found the wine jar, 
about eighty feet from the remains of the northern fortress 
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wall. Madson discovered three or four Roman quader stones 
once used as pavement for a path leading directly from the 
fortress to the cave. Later we found more quader stones^ 
serving as house foundations for the Arabs of the village. 

We had no doubt that Mussa had found the pottery jar in 
the cave, probably used by the people of the fortress as a 
hiding place. But who, we wondered, had hidden it there 
nearly eighteen centuries ago? Had the jai and its con¬ 
tents been stolen from the fortress and buried by the thief? 
Antiquarians can only theorize on this point; who can say? 

Back in Tiberias we re-examined the statue. Its origin was 
established definitely enough. Machaerua had been occu¬ 
pied mainly during the rrign of Herod. Shortly after the 
brutal murder of John, King Arecas had routed Herod’s 
armies and destroyed them. Machaerus was never rebuilt. 
The sutue’s thrice indented royal diadem also had its signifi¬ 
cance; the typical sign of royalty, it denoted the imperial 
rank of its wearer. The most important aspect of the diadem 
was the knot at its back; only royalty had the right to fasten 
its diadems In this manner. Herod was an Edomite and, 
becoming King of the Jews, was bound to adhere to Hebrew 
rites and tradidons. The most important of these was that 
a Hebrew must not have made a likeness of himself. Thou¬ 
sands of Hebrews had been killed in the Temple of Jerusalem 
when they refused to bow down before a sculpture of the 
Roman Emperor. No coin was ever struck or circulated in 
Judea or Galilee bearing the Emperor’s portrait. Though 
portrait sculpture was in vogue among the high officials of 
the Roman Empire, it was forbidden m the land of the Jews. 
Salome, who did not follow Judean religious laws, who had 
been partly educated in Rome and influenced by Roman 
culture and civilization, had possibly had her portrait 
clandestinely chiselled either in Tiberias or Machaerua. 

We agreed that the statue could not have been the work 
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of Greek or Roman artisans. Its modelling was too primitire; 
it was neither a typical likeness of Venus or Aphrodite nor 
were its features those of a Greek or a Roman goddess. The 
head was the work of a local anise in Salome’s dme, we were 
certain; its marble was Identical with many marble columns 
found in various parts of Palestine in the Herodian period. 
Because of its small size, it could be hidden easily when 
Hebrew digTxitaries or noblemen visited Herod's court. Per^ 
haps the owner of the sculpture had used the wine jar as a 
hiding place for her forbidden likeness. It was possible that 
both statue and necklace had been taken from the palace in 
Machaetus by a young man attached to the retinue of Salome 
and hidden in the cave nearby as a memento of his beloved, 
the coins included aa a votive offering to please the gods. 

Who can say? 

On strictly sdendiic grounds it is obvious chat no irrefutable 
idenciheation of the statue as a likeness of Salome can be 
made. The archaeological enigma has been summed up by 
a number of scholars as follows: 

“The head is certainly a portrait of a royal person. It is 
therefore likely that it is the portrait of a Herodian Princess. 
—Dr. R. Ben-Dor, Curator, Rockefeller Museum, Jerusalem. 

“I fully believe this to be the bead of a woman of high 
rank of Herodian times. The head was found in Machaerus 
and was executed by a local sculptor of the dme. AH indi- 
cadons point to it as a portrait of Salome.”—G. Olaf Madson, 
Curator of Palestinian Antiquities, Royal Museum, Stock¬ 
holm. 

“The head is easily recogruzable as that of a princess of 
Herodian times- The one such princess named in history 
and described in the Bible is Salome. The age of the subject 
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of ttis portrait precludes its identification with Herodiaa 
(Herod’s wife), or any such matronly Queen. The period 
is identical with that of Salome and Herod Antipas."— 
Professor Eugene Stolzer, noted collector of Palestinian 
antiquities, architect, builder of the Habima Theatre in 
Tel-Aviv. 

“From all appearances and from composition studies it 
is the head of a princess of the period of Herod. It has an 
ail of majesty.”—Dr. Samuel M. Segal. Biblical scholar, 
Rabbi of Mount Neboh Congregation, New York City. 

" In my opinion a portrait. The most convincing features 
to me are the lower Up, which is highly personalized, and 
the subject’s strange smile.”—Dr. Stephen Kayser, Director, 
Jewish Museum, New York. 

" The work is neither Greek nor Roman, nor is it archaic. 
The features show many naturalistic (i.e., portrait) touches. 
The placement of the ears alone is most unusual and a 
definite sign of personification.”-Dr. Gisela Richter, Curator 
of Greek and Roman Art, Metropolitan Museum of An, 
New York City. 


VII 

The Luck Factor 


I H A V E grouped five of 1117 find« together in chLa chapter 
not because thc 7 are linked culturally—they come from 
widely diveree periods of history—but because of the 
bizarre ways in which I located them. These five objects— 
the sandstone snake» the mask, the ivory fragment, the lotus 
leaf, and the ring of the Empress Julia Domna—are good 
examples of the pare that luck plays in the life of an archaeo- 
legist. 

As I have hinted previously, a good archaeologist is some* 
thing of a gambler at heart. Despite months of painstaking 
research, failure is almost certain without a generous hand¬ 
ful of luck. A basic research plan can seem foolproof and 
then the digging turn into a total flop because the tomb, or 
temple, or city wall was missed by a few feet. In still more 
extreme cases, a wrong road, an overheard word, an impul¬ 
sive gesture of friendship have brought to light priedess 
treasure that might otherwise have remained buried in the 
sands of Palestine or in a pile of rubble in the backyard of 
an Arab farmer. 

In the case of a free-lance archaeologist the luck factor 
is particularly vital. For example, the discovery of the snake 
and the mask was in no way due to the research I had done 
for a trip north of Jerusalem where, I believed, the first 
Sumerian seeders had entered Canaan. Instead, they were 
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the result of an aged Arab woman's instinctive trust in me. 

1 had been planning this trip for some time. My research 
had revealed that the Sumerians of Mesopotamia, whose 
dvilization had flourished a thousand years before the 
Babylonians in the earliest Biblical times, had sent tribes¬ 
men to the Judean mountains of Canaan. But little was 
known of these people, and I had to base the bulk of my 
investigations upon legend, folklore, and saga. 

The name Canaan ” occurs in the Bible for the first time 
in Genesis: “Tcrah took Abram his son and Lot the son 
of Haran, his grandson, and Sarai hit daughter-in-law, his 
son Abram’s wife, and they went forth together from Ur 
of the Chaldeans to go into the land of Canaan; but when 
they came to Haian, they settled there" RSV). 

Canaan possibly means "the land of purple." F. Turvill- 
Petre's cuin-of*the<entury explanation of the name’s origin 
is still generally accepted. The Canaanites manufactured 
a purple dye from the murex shellSsh found along the coast, 
and bartered it to early Pharaonic Egypt and Babylonian 
royalty several hundred years before Abraham (around 
a 6 w fi.e.). Canaan constituted a buffer between Babylonia, 
Assyria (Mesopotamia), and Egypt. The history of Palestine 
has always been intimately associated with that of her more 
powerful neighbours, and this situation exists even today. 

Important anthropological discoveries have been made in 
Canaan In the Stone and Bronze ages, the last approximately 
ten thousand years before the period of Abraham. Most 
significant were those of Turvill-Petre, who in 2925 found 
the "Galilee skull" in the Robber’s Cave near the Galilean 
Sea. In the 1930 s human fossils of Paleolithic times were 
found in Wadi el-Mughara. at Mount Carmel. 

The sandstone snake and the mask come from the vicinity 
of Gezer, in the Judean mountains, where the famous 
aichaeolo^si R. A. McAllister explored Stone Age caves in 
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J 905 and thus inaugurated organized archaeology in Palea* 
tine. In Gczer, and in Jerusalem as well, caves were found 
chat were once the workshops of the first potters of the Holy 
Land, This primitive pottery graphically depias the cul* 
tural standards of the Stone Age. 

The facw I was able to gather about the Sumerians them¬ 
selves were meagre and sometimes no longer credible. 
Layard, in his Babylon and Nineveh, had erroneously noted 
that in Canaan the Sumerians lived in walled cities and 
fortresses. History records that around a^oo b.c. they were 
subdued by Semitic tribes under the leadership of Sargon I- 
Three hundred years later the Elamites conquered Ur, the 
current Sumerian capital, and the Sumerians as a nation 
gradually vanished, However, both written and material 
evidence of their advanced culture continued to influence 
succeeding civilizations for several centuries. 

I had gathered other odd hits of information. Among the 
later Sumerians there had been an interesting social change 
from patriarchy to matriarchy, in which hegemony of the 
tribe was transferred from the oldest man to the oldest 
woman. The idea of the Amazon state in Greek mythology 
may have been based in part on Sumerian civilization. I 
hoped that the legend and folklore of the local Arabs in a 
town called Der d-Sheik, the village nearest Gezer. would 
fiU in some of the historic gaps, and provide me with dues 
pointing to a likely spot for excavation in Gezer. This was. 
practically speaking, unlikely, since evidence of the past as 
far back as five thousand years ago is seldom found. But 
my intuition was strong and I felt that there was a good 
chance that a visit to this particular town would yield some¬ 
thing. 

The sandstone snake that 1 found vindicated my intuition. 
It is particularly inceresting archaeologically because of the 
serpent’s symbolism in the Sumerian (and other) cultures of 
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ch« period. I shall elaborate on chra point later in this 
chapter. The mask is a rare treasure because it is recognized 
as ^e only existing likeness of an actual Sumerian, a man 
who walked the earth some three thousand years before 
Christ. It is probably the face of a tribal leader, and its 
headdress is typically Sumerian. 

When I left Gezcr I told no one in Jerusalem of my destina¬ 
tion, because I knew my friends would discourage my going 
into an area where the natives were unusually backward and 
were hostile to people from the outside world. The caves 
and ruins of Gezcr were in a district seething with friction 
between Arab, Briton, and Zionist. Arabs of this part of 
Palestine bad managed somehow to hold themselves more 
aloof from the progress of modem times than other com¬ 
munities. and they resented visitors. 

I expected to be in Der el-Sheik for seven days. I took 
my sleeping bag. small coin for the usual bribes, candy for 
the children and, optimistically, the tools of my trade. The 
train brought me to Bittir, an Arab village several miles 
from Jerusalem. A thousand years ago Bittir had been a 
fortress of the Crusades, and a thousand years before that the 
Maccabees had held it successfully against the Roman 
srmies of Vespasian. 

In Bittir I bought a donkey and headed into the mountains 
of Judea. It was twiHght when I got to Der el-Sheik. a 
primitive village whose houses were made of raw rock from 
the mountains, lending to the place the ancient atmosphere 
of the Bible. The village was dominated by the high minaret 
of a mosque. 1 went there, expecting to find ^e village 
elders, but instead I was shown into the presence of a young 
sheik of about twenty-five. 

He had a spare red beard and a bad complexion; behind 
his thick glasses were the glittering eyes of a religious fanatic. 
Despite my first doubts, I thought it a stroke of luck to 
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encounter a man wliose age was so dose to my own. I had 
learned that to hare a sheik as a friend meant acceptance in 
an Arab village, and 1 hoped this young man would under¬ 
stand my problems and be willing to help. 

When I spoke Co him in Arabic he replied in French, 
scathingly. "'1 don't wish to speak to an infidel in the holy 
language of the Koran. Men like you aren’t worthy of using 
the Moslem tongue.” He gjared at me. 

I was shocked. 1 had never encountered such hatred in an 
Arab. I knew of the Arab's deep resentment against 
foreigners, of their explosive nationalism; but this was a 
particularly insulting and virulent example. 

Replying in French I said, "Your feelings are unjustified. 
Doesn’t every sheik who ha studied his Koran know that 
Allah’s first law for human relations is love, not hate?” 1 
quoted to him from the Koran on hospitality, but he con¬ 
tinued to stare at me stonily. 

It seemed pointless for me to ask him for food and lodging, 
but the prospect of returning to Bitdr was unattractive. 
"Listen to me.” I said sharply. "I want to spend the night 
in Der el-Sheik. Whether you like it or not, I fully intend to 
stay in this area until Tm ready to move on.” 

He blinked in surprise; no one, evidently, had ever spoken 
to him in this manner. “ Funhcrmorc,” I went on, ” I’m 
tired and thirsty, and I’d like something co drink.” 

He bowed stiffly, disappeared into a side room, and 
returned with a tin cup of water. 1 sniffed it to let the sheik 
know I was wary of poison. Then I laughed and drank it 
down. 

"This is ridiculous,” I told him- "Here we are, two 
intelligent men snapping at each other because our religions 
happen to be different. I am a harmless archaeologist; all 
I want to do is spend a few days in your village gathering 
scientific data.” 
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Though he didu’t smile, his tone was less hostile as be 
said, “ Only the muktar can decide if you can stay and where 
you might sleep. 1 will take you to him. But first we must 
go to my house.” 

At the sheik’s house I noted the absence of a women’s 
quarter. He explained that he was unmarried, and excusing 
himself, left the room. I was surprised to see the large 
number of books on his shelves. Most were in Arabic, but 
there were many volumes in French, among them biogra¬ 
phies of Napoleon. Cromwell, Lincoln, and Washington. I 
was impressed. For all I knew 1 had met a man of strong 
nanonalisdc ambitions who dreamed of becoming the next 
Mufti of Jerusalem. 

The bouse of the muktar was near the sheik’s. A man in 
hii sixues, the muktar had a stern face and an eye badly 
infected by trachoma. When he had heard my story, he 
immediately stepped aside with the sheik for a whispered 
conference. The muktar then approached me, asking an 
endless series of seemingly bland but pointed questions. 
Why had I come alone? What was my real purpose here? 
What did I expect to find m the caves at Gezer? 

Outude my donkey brayed. “ Gan you see that my animal 
is watered? ” I asked. “He's been dry for hours.” 

The men looked at one another uncertainly. ”It's all 
right,” I said, “he's an Arab donkey.” 

They left the room. I stepped to the door, looking for a 
way to escape, but three giant Arabs blocked my path. 1 
was a prisoner. 

It was almost an hour before the shdk and the muktar 
returned. With them was a woman I took to be in her 
seventies. Six feet tall, she was as broad and strong as a man 
and wore a single garment of blue hand-woven linen 
embroidered in red. She stared me down, her proud, 
piercing eyes making me feel like an intruding insect 
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“This,” said the muktar, “is jny mother, Arana.” 

The woman, evidently the village matriarch, was older 
than I had thought, but her air of regal authority and the 
straight-backed confidence with which she carried herself 
made her seem no older chan her son. 

Arana began to question me in detail, chough it was 
obvious the muktar had already told her the relevant facts. 
1 went through the entire explanation again, adding chat T 
wished to brought before the British police. 

“ I am the police of Der el-Sheik,” Ac muktar said, 

Though Arana had given no sign chat she accepted my 
story, she noticed my fatigue. She said, “ You will spend the 
night here. We will talk again in the morning." 

They left me frightened and hungry; the guards had 
already taken my knapsack with its food supply, and for 
twelve hours I had not eaten, In a moment the sheik returned 
with a small basket of food and placed it before me, ignoring 
my pleas for an explanation of his hostile treatment. 

The basket contained a jar of sour milk, two fittat (the 
round flat Arabic bread), onions, and a hard piece of goat 
cheese. I craved a cup of coffee, but there was none. After 
wolfing down the food, 1 was exhausted enough to sleep on 
the spot, but the guards had also taken the sleeping bag 
from me. I shouted to one of the ^ants, who brought me 
the bag. 

“Where's the knapsack?" I asked. 

"You can’t have it." 

The firmness of his refusal left no room for discussion. 1 
stretched the sleeping bag out on the floor, slid into it, and 
dosed my eyes. At dawn I awakened and went to the door, 
from which I could see the guards squatting against the tree 
in the courtyard. Before I could think of escape one rose 
to his feet threateningly and 1 returned inside. 

An hour later Arana appeared, carrying a brass cup filled 
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with co£Em, with the muktar and the young sheik behind 
her. The coffee, first hot nourishnient I had had in two 
days, was delicious. Arana waited until I was finished. Then 
she said. “ We distrust you, as we distrust anyone who comes 
to our village from Jerusalem. We will not sell our land at 
any price. Even if the whole of Palestine is ruled by infidels, 
Der el-Sheik will remain Arabic.*' 

As 1 had suspected, they had taken me for an agent of the 
Arabs In Jerusalem, who bought land and then resold it to 
the Zionists. I assured them they were mistaken. 

The young sheik said, “We have only your word for the 
purpose of your visit/* 

^'Lec me know the names of those Arabs you know in 
Jerusalem,’* the muktar said. ‘'We will make inquiries.** 
Unfortunately, the names of my Arab friends in Jerusalem 
would have meant nothing to the muktar. Turning to the 
sheik I said in French, “ What must I do to convince you I 
am here on a scientific expedition? 1 don’t want to buy 
your land. I only want to talk with some elder of your 
village, and perhaps hire a few of your men to work with me 
at the ruins of Gezer. Once my work is done I'll leave Der 
el'Sheik, and never come back.” 

The sheik looked doubtful, but the muktar motioned him 
and Arana to the next room, from where I could hear the 
mutter of their voices. The muktar came back alone. 

” What would you pay the workers if we provided them 
for you? ** 

" What would you expect? ” 

“Sixty piastres a day." 

Sixty piastres was almost three dollars, a ridiculously high 
sum. Ten piastres would have been sufficient, and I said ao- 
“Thai is my price," said the muktar 
His demand had been made to discourage me. Playing 
the game his way, I said, " Then sixty it is.** 
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His eyebrows arched in surprise. “ Have you the money? ” 
In typical secretive Arab fashion I turned, and with my 
back to the muktar, I pulled out the money pouch hidden 
under my shirt. I cook out a five>pound note and showed it 
to him- This convinced the old man, who quickly left to 
make arrangements. A half hour later my donkey awaited 
me outside the building, my knapsack on his back. Three 
men had been assigned to accompany me on foot. As we 
left the village I saw neither Arana, the young sheik, nor the 
muktar, and despite my success 1 was wary as we reached the 
foothills. 

It was possible the muktar had ordered his men to murder 
me in the hills and return with my donkey and money 
pouch, They looked viilainoui enough in their dirty 
burnouses, scowls on their faces and daggers at their belts. 
But somehow 1 felt Arana would never permit such a plan, 
and as we continued into the foochQls I felt more at ease, 

It was an hour’s journey to the plateau of Gezer, an area 
of about a thousand by fifteen hundred feet, most of it heavily 
covered by scrub. The plateau was surrounded by a wall of 
bills ranging from fifty to two hundred feet. It was perfect 
for military defence, and many battles had been fought here 
in the reign of King David. " And after this there arose war 
with the Philistines at Gezer; then Slbbecai the Hushathice 
slew Sippai, who was one of the descendants of the giants; 
and the Philistines were subdued ” (I Chronicles ao: 4, 

Long before David, Gezer had been a Canaanite town, one 
of the number mentioned in the Tell el*Amarna tablets of 
the fifteenth century B-C- The tablets had noted Gezer as 
not far distant froro the dty of Lachish and the lower Beth* 
horon. But It is in the Bible that we find the earliest mention 
of Gezer: "Then Horam king of Gezer came up to help 
Lachish; and Joshua smote him and his people, until he had 
left none remaining" (Joshua 10:33, ***^0 them were 
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given Shccham, the dty of refuge for the slayer, with its 
pasture lands in the hill country of Ephraim, Gezer with its 
pasture lands” (Joshua 11:21, RSV). 

Later Gezer was captured from the Canaanites by one of 
the Pharaohs, and burned. The ruins were rebuilt as a 
dowry by the Pharaoh to Solomon, when Solomon married 
one of the Pharaoh’s daughters. The town had importance 
in the wars of the Maccabees. Bacchidcs the Maccabean 
strengthened its fortifications (I Maccabees 9:52), and after 
being besieged and taken by Simon it was made stronger 
than before. 

Clermont Ganncau had done extensive excavation in the 
Roman level of Gezer. One of the inscriptions he found was 
from the time of Herod the Great, and marked the dty limits 
of Gezer in Hebrew letters. My own interest in Gezer went 
fuTcbet back; I was looking for remnants of the pre>Canaanite 
civilization chat antedated the Roman period by two thou¬ 
sand years. 

I saw to the east the caves that I believed had been the 
living quarters of the very early tribes. I dismounted from 
my donkey and first reconnoitred the plain; I discovered 
m a far comer a number of huge stone dolmens, the first 
monuments created for religious worship. These tall shafts 
of rock had probably been built eight to ten thousand years 
ago, long before recorded history. They were starkly primi- 
dve, yet I saw in them a resemblance to the Gothic spire, 
the Moslem minaret, the Egyptian obelisk. Long before 
Yahweh had become the centre of the world of theology, 
tribesmen reaching for the unknown had erected these monu> 
mcnts. Who these people were, how they lived, and what 
they believed are unsolved mysteries. 

Perhaps the dolmens had been built by the people whom 
the Sumerians had conquered. At the base of the dolmens 
was a floor of flat, warped scone, probably the foundations 
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of a very andent temple. Grass, weeds, and ihomy plants 
had forced their way through cracks in the floor. What 
catastrophe, 1 wondered, had wiped out the existence of these 
people from the book of mankind? 

The openings of the caves were a few feet above the 
ground, and I asked one of the Arabs to give me a helping 
boost. He shook his head. 

“You must not enter here. The caves are taboo. Our 
muhtar could not have known you meant to investigate 
them," 

As a stranger 1 was doubly bound to the district’s laws of 
superstition, but having come this far I refused to let them 
hold me back. 

"Your own ancestors probably lived in these caves,” I 
replied. "Perhaps I’ll find interesting things to tell you 
about them." 

" You lie! ” the Arab shouted, “ Only Affric lives here I " 

"1 tell you there is no devil," I said. "There are only 
those human devils who aa in his name," 

“There is a devil, He is the ruler of the snakes. It’s 
death to enter the caves," the Arab insisted. 

1 shrugged, and strode away to a nearby hilltop. Further 
argument seemed pointless. I could only hope to return 
alone to the caves tomorrow. 

From the hilltop 1 noticed patches of khirhe, the grey- 
brown soil discoloured by a substratum of decay—usually 
bones, day, and remnants of other organic matter. To the 
archaeologist such areas, the refuse heaps of past dviliza* 
tions, can be troves of treasure, I started to dig through the 
khirhe, and had no luck at first; the Arabs became impatient 
and started to grumble. After several hours, 1 began to 
tmeover pottery shards that had never known the potter’s 
wheel. Of day, hand-made and sunbaked, they proved that 
human beings had lived here long before the time of 
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Ephraim, ancestor of one of the twelve tribes of Israel, in 
whose era men in this part of the world bad perfected their 
primitive arts of farming, weaving, and wheeled potiery. 
These shards indicated ^at somewhere on the plateau of 
Geacr 1 might be able to find evidence of a primitive civiliza> 
don. 

I took a last look around the plateau to fix in my mind its 
principal features for the notes and sketches I would make 
that night, and we returned to the village. 

That night Arana, unaccompanied, brought me my dinner. 
She inquired about the pottery shards I had collected, and 
when 1 showed them to her she shook her head pityingly. 
How could such refuse have any meaning for me? 1 told 
her what I knew of life on the plateau In ancient times, and 
she listened attentively. Now was my chance to ask her, 
the matriarch of her tribe, what tales she had to tell. 

I asked, “did Afrit come to live in the caves of 

Gezer?” 

In her colourful language Arana spoke of how, thousands 
of years in the past, a huge snake had lived in the mountains; 
a snake so long that its tail touched the clouds, Fire and 
steam issued from its mouth, and for generadons it had been 
the scourge of the countryside, strlUng without warning, 
destroying the forests, the farms, the villages. The people 
tried to appease the monster by worshipping it. They built 
temples in its name and declared feast days in tribute. But 
the snake remained implacable undl Mohammed came to 
Gezer, conquered it, and locked the snake forever in the 
caves. There the devil>god remained a prisoner, but able 
to devour all who came within its reach. 

The symbolism'filled story fascinated me. 1 asked the old 
woman to tell me others, hut she was anxious to get back to 
the main house, and left me. I started on my notes and 
sketches, marking the places I wanted to investigate the next 
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day. 1 returned my papers to the knapsack and prepared 
my sleeping bag. 

Arana’s talk bad given me an important due to a number 
of andent symbolic writings^ and even to esoteric legends of 
the Bible itself- It occurred to me that the ability of man 
to make fire was, archaeologically speaking, comparatively 
recent. There is no document that tells us when man first 
discovered fire, but, long before he tamed it, fire-caused 
either by spontaneous combustion or lightning—had'existed. 
Afraid of fire, man was ignorant of the way to fight it. When 
lightning destroyed his forests and hunting grounds and 
fields, his cave dwelling became useless. He could only move 
away, in search of other fields and forests. 

Lightning, then, was an enemy. Within the scope of 
primitive man’s intelligence, he cottid grasp lightning’s 
magnitude only by comparing it to something he knew from 
penonal experience. Lightning had familiar characteristics. 
It struck without warning, unpredictably, and in its zigzag 
from heaven to earth resembled the movement of a snake. 
To primitive man lightning was a snake. And since there 
was no defence against it, so the snake became to mankind 
the symbol of evil, of the mysterious and unknown. 

The snake was chosen to symbolize the evil that tempted 
Adam and Eve to their fall. And when God wished to show 
his displeasure with the chosen people, He sent a horde of 
fiery serpents among them. In older legends, not incorpora¬ 
ted into the Bible, we learn of the snake as the symbol of 
evil, and in more recent centuries we have such tales at St. 
George and the Dragon and St. Patrick’s chasing the snakes 
out of Ireland. 

Man has come to understand Ughming and no longer 
fears it But he has never outgrown his fear of evil, The 
snake remains the symbol of evil and the animal men fear 
most, despite the fact chat among all wild animals it is the 
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easiest to destroy. Mohammed had caged the AiErit, but 
the piimidve villagers of Der el-Shcik sail believed the 
mighty snake was their enemy. 

When Arana brought my coffee the following morning I 
asked her politely when I could return to the plateau. A 
look of doubt passed across her face and she was about to 
speak when the young sheik burst into the room. He slapped 
me across the mouth and lauDched into a torrent of vitupera¬ 
tive Arabic- 

" You lied to us I ” he cried. " WeVe seen your drawings 
and your sketches, and now we know you’re a Jerusalem 
land buyer) ** 

I raised my hat to strike back, but the guards rushed in 
and pinned my arms to my sides. 

"Cali the British authorities,” I demanded. 

The sheik laughed. "We Maragki have our own law,” 

Maraghi! The Maraghi, an all-Moslem terroristic brother¬ 
hood, were behind every important nadonalisdc movement 
of the Arab world. Fearless and fanatic, their influence 
spread from Iran to Morocco. The Maraghi were dangerous; 
their organizadon was secret, and often their most potent 
weapon was not argument or propaganda but cold-blooded 
assassination. 

Their leader was an itinerant preacher in constant flight 
from the French and Bridsh. Sheik Ayatollah Sayed 
Kashani, popularly known at the Sheik of Fire, was 
courageous, highly intelligent, and had the ability to recruit 
followers wherever he went. As we know today, Kashani 
was for years the power behind Iranian Premier Mohammed 
Mosadegh. He was also the man, so it was said, who exened 
the greatest influence upon the Grand Mufti of Jerusalem; 
and he advised Sultan Abdul Krim of Morocco. Kasharu 
and his movement were a potent danger for pracdcaJjy every 
existing government of the Middle East 
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1 knew Kashani had a handful of followers in Palestine and 
Syria, but I never thought I would be threatened by one of 
them. 

From the expression on her face. I knew that Arana was 
in terror of the sheik, who now stood revealed as the real 
master of the village. If 1 got no help from outside, I was 
finished. 

1 was led across the village to the inos<^ue. There in one 
of the rooms the guards opened a trapdoor, and puahed me 
down a short flight of seeps, slamming the trap door shut, 
and left me in total darkness. Furious and feeling a little 
ridiculous, I stood there and cursed the sheik in every 
language I knew. 

Gradually my singer subsided, and I could be somewhat 
more objective about my position. Why, 1 asked myself, 
hadn’t 1 listened more carefully to those who had warned 
me about making one-man expeditions into hostile Arab 
districts? 

My cell was small, about four feet by four, with a ceiling 
of barely six feet and walls of very damp rock. I could only 
stand, to rit was uncomfortable. The airless space quickly 
became stuffy and unbearably hot, and I started to panic. I 
stifled an urge to shout; there were no friendly ears to hear. 

In the darkness 1 lost track of time. 1 could hear the 
ticking of my wrist-watch but couldn’t see its face. Counting 
the seconds, I tried marshalling them into minutes, but soon 
it was all confusion, and my bewilderment became hysteria. 
1 tapped along the walls in search of an exit, but the walls 
were solid, a fact that paradoxically brought me a moment’s 
relief. Once again I began to tick off the seconds, and 
counted more than a thousand before falling asleep on the 
floor of my dank prison. 

Footsteps from the floor above awakened me. The bolt 
slid on the trap door; the door opened, sending down a 
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welcome flood of moonlight. Arana beckoned me upward 
with her finger to her lips. 

There was a basket at her feet and I opened it hungrily. 
The smell of hot coffee permeated the room, and ravenously 
I drank the coffee and bolted down the bread and scraps of 
goat cheese. After I had finished eating, Arana led me 
through the open door to the courryard. where two men 
waited near the trees. I breathed the cool night air and saw 
the stars brilliant above me in the cloudless sky. 

" Go with these men/’ she said. " Hurry t ” 

I had scant rime to thank her. Quickly and quietly we 
passed through the village to the outskirts where donkeys 
were waiting, To the back of one were tied my knapsack 
and sleeping bag. We mounted and hurried along the 
back road, soon leaving it to cut aaoss the fields and foot- 
hills. 

For more than an hour my companions, their faces hidden 
by their gdlahiyyas, were silent. Finally one of them 
muttered a direction, and I recognized the mukta/s voice. 

He came to my aide when we reached a road obviously 
well travelled in the day. ‘‘This will take you to Biitir,” the 
muktar said. 

"Your sheik” 1 said, “won’t he know you set me free?” 

" He will, but he cannot prove it Your escape will make 
it possible for us to accuse him of negligence, and we will 
demand that the Grand Mufti in Jerusalem remove him 
from our village.” The muktar’s voice rose in anger. “ He 
is a man of hate and has brought blood to our streets. He 
twists the Koran to suit his own purpose. We don’t want 
him in Der ci-Sheik.” 

He handed me a basket. " This is from my mother. And 
remember*-don't stop until you’re safe in Jerusalem.” 

The muktar and his companion turned and disappeared 
into the night I set off down the road, and it was morning 
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wHea I arrived in Bittir. I sold the donkey to the first mer¬ 
chant I saw, and caught the early bus to the dty. 

When I arrived at my home, my wife was eager to hear 
about the trip, but I was too exhausted to speak- I scumbled 
to the shower and then fell on the bed I needed sleep; days 
and nights of sleep. As I dosed my eyes, Sonja asked from 
the other room if I had found anything of interest. 

"There are some shards in my knapsack," I managed to 
say before drifting off. 

Sonja awoke me in the evening, insisdog that I should 
have something to eat, Over the coffee she said, "Where 
did you find those things in your knapsack?" 

"Just some shards, They stopped me from digging just 
when I thought I was coming to something," 

"But what about the face and that snake?" 

“You’re joking." 

She brought in the knapsack and took ouc the coiled sand¬ 
stone snake, covered wich the patina of centuries, and the 
mask of sunbaked day. I reali 2 ed that the mask was 
undoubtedly of pre-patriarchal days, and both objects have 
since been definitely esublished as of Sumerian origin. But 
the snake—after Arana’s story about the snake-devil AJfrit 
—was particularly exciting. It has been displayed at the 
New York Metropolitan Museum and elsewhere as part of 
an exhibit titled “The Land of the Bible." 

The kindness and understanding of Arana had turned an 
otherwise fruitless trip into an important archaeolo^cal 
occasion. 


II 

The ivory plaque fragment and the locus leaf were the 
results of an earthquake. As a matter of fact, 1 wasn’t even on 
an archaeological hunt when I found them. I had promised 
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my wife to avoid for a while any dangerous forays into the 
Arab hinterland, and Sonja was pleased when one of my 
newspapers gave me an assignment in Damascus, to interview 
the lea^ng French and Arab statesmen. It was a hot after* 
noon in late September when I finished my Syrian assign* 
ment, and this time 1 had small inclination to go on 
an archaeological expedition. I wanted to be in Jerusalem, 
sitting on the porch with my wife and my friends, enjoying 
the local air*conditiomng of the Moabite breezes. The 
Damascan heat dissuaded me from the gritty train ride to 
Jerusalem, and 1 decided instead to hire a car for the journey 
home- The friendly hotel manager found a car and driver 
for me, and at six the next morning a grinning Arab boy in 
a battered Chevrolet pulled up at the hotel entrance. 

Abdul, I soon discovered, had only recently learned to 
drive a car; his elementary knowledge included an ability 
to start, steer, and atop. He had been a cameleer, the profea* 
aion of his father and forefathers, and had accepted the 
evolution from camel to automobUe as naively as his family 
bad accepted the displacement of the kerosene lamp by 
electric light. Had Abdul, instead of adopdng the profession 
of chauffeur, taken a job at one of the new factories springing 
up around the larger dries, he would have learned to operate 
his machine with a fair degree of competence. But had it 
broken down, he would have been aa unconcerned as he was 
helpless to repair it. The same was true of his car; It was 
the European and the American who knew and cared about 
such things. Who could be moved by the health or sickness 
of an engine or a machine ? 

Abdul raced along the primitive highway like a grinning 
madman, stretching a long plume of dust behind us. By 
right o’dock we had reach^ the frontier of Syria and Pales¬ 
tine at Rosh Pbna. 1 told Abdul that if the car held up 
we would have breakfast in Tiberias, coffee in Nazareth, 
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lunch in Nablus, and dinner in Jerusalem. I promised him 
baksheesh if he could hold to schedule. 

Abdul chattered on about himself and his family, sparing 
me no details about his siblings, cousins, and aunts. As it 
happens often with complete strangers, 1 waa learning more 
about Urn than 1 knew of people who had been my acquain¬ 
tances for years. When we had run out of family anecdotes, 
Abdul sang old Arabic folk songs in a thin but pleasant voice. 
We breakfasted in Tiberias; off we rattled towards Nazareth. 

In Nazareth we had refreshments and started off again. 
The sky was a brilliant blue; a cooling breeze came from the 
distant desert. The road both before and behind us was 
empty of other cars, though we passed an infrequent Arab 
bus, its passengers silent and stoical like figures in a wax 
museum. 

I cold Abdul about the Hotel Falistine in Nablus where 
we would scop for lunch. Glancing at my watch I saw it 
was a little after ten; we should easily reach Nablus before 
noon. 

Slowly we mounted upwards into the Judean mountains. 
We were only six or seven miles from Nablus, whose out¬ 
lying suburbs I could see on the horizon, when I had a sen¬ 
sation as of an express train pas»ng beneath us. Abdul 
abruptly pressed down hard on the brake. Before I could 
protest, he grabbed my by the arm, opened the door, and 
pulled me out of the car. 

Into the fields ( " he shouted, " Into the fields! ” I was 
too stunned to disobey. A hundred yards from the road 
his grip loosened, and breathing heavily, he sank to his 
haunches In the dry loam. He bowed his head and began 
to pray. 

1 was sure the boy had gone insane. What was I to do? 
The nearest Arab village was at least two miles away; the 
road was deserted. Abdul’s car stood with doors open, a 
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symbol of madness, in its centre. Suddenly I heard the 
distraught bellow of a distant cow. It was answered by 
another animal cry of fear, then another. There was a 
rising clamour of bovinity in distress. I had never heard 
so frightening a sound. 

I looked up into the sky that had been so serene and clear 
a moment before. Now it was grey and lowering. Several 
miles away a thin plume of dust rose from the ground. The 
nearby olive trees, bushes, and shrubs came alive with the 
deafening chatter of birds in the hundreds. Then, as though 
by ugnal, the birds flew into the air, darting aazily in all 
directions as though blown aimlessly by an unseen storm. 
The sun was hidden by mountains of yelloW'grey dust that 
were rushing towards us; by now the sky had darkened 
perceptibly, as if in a matter of seconds night had overtaken 
day. 

Blind to the kolocauat that swept towards us, Abdul 
crouched at bis prayers. I turned to another unfamiliar 
sound, high and keening like the cry of paniC'SCricken chil' 
dren. It came from the throats of hundreds of jackals that, 
flushed from thdr lairs, raced towards the hills. I was 
unable to breathe the thick, dusMaden air and felt suffocated. 
I bene to my knees next to Abdul in a spasm of coughing. 

Under me the express train roared again, this time much 
more loudly. The earth trembled and shook; then, as if 
the train had met in head-on collision with another, there 
was a terrific rending crash. I was knocked off my feet: 
Abdul was Lifted three or four feet in the air. 

I crawled to him where he lay motionless but evidently 
unhurt among the furrows, We waited for another tremor 
but it did not come, and cautiously I got to my feet and 
looked about me. We were surrounded by climbing pillars 
of dust and earth; great fissures had appeared in the ground 
around us. I began to shake from shock, and the boy gently 
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put hid dim RTOimd my shoulder. His colour had returned; 
he wad himself again. 

“ Come»" he said comfordngly, “ let us go to Nablus, Per¬ 
haps we can be of help there." 

As we went towards the car I could see smoke from the 
lires m Nablus. Around us were crevices made by the earth¬ 
quake; we had to jump several. Directly behind the car was 
a four-yard ditch in the road. Ahead the road appeared 
passable, though we would have to proceed slowly and with 
caution. 

Three miles before Nablus the road became impassable 
and we were obliged to abandon the car. As we entered the 
outskirts of the town, debris blocked the streets before us. 
On all sides buildings had collapsed in fire and rubble. 
Through the smoke and dame we could see the stunned 
townspeople stumbling awkwardly among the bodies of the 
dead. New blazes erupted constantly. I saw frandc men 
clawing at the bricks and fallen walls that had buried their 
wives and children. Mothers called for lost infants; children 
screamed in panic. From one house a woman ran holding 
the body of a child charred from burns. Everywhere we 
heard the moans of the injured. 

Abdul and 1 did what we could» helping to carry the 
wounded to the fields outside the town where tents had been 
put up quickly, Until medical personnel and supplies arrived 
from Jerusalem we could accomplish little for the burned 
and injured, and we joined the group of men hunting among 
the rubble for the dead and missing. 

The Hotel Falistine had been destroyed completely. 
Twelve had died in the dining-room where I had planned to 
lunch that fatal noon hour. The Arab owners and many 
of the British living at the hotel had been killed outright. 

For three days I stayed in Nablus, working with the rescue 
squads, sleeping four hours a night in one of the fiimsy 
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tents. When Abdul and 1 were discharged, he went to 
Nazareth, where British soldiers had brought his car, and 
from there to Damascus. Before he left I offered him pay¬ 
ment which he refused, saying, " It was Allah's wish that I 
save you, and in doing His will I have reward enough.” 

There were tears in my eyes as I pressed his hand in 
thanks. 

The boy's simple words had touched me. 1 was ashamed 
chat I could not approach the oneness and trust a n^'ve boy 
such as Abdul had with his God. The Moslem had blind 
but utter faith in all the things God vouchsafed to his chil¬ 
dren; in Abdul's case, his car and the unshaded electric 
light that swung from the ceiling of his house in the com¬ 
pound. They and all the appurtenances of his life would 
do their job with no effort from him. Allah would provide 
and protect; he need have no fear, but only listen to his 
word and hew to his law. Perhaps the faith of a simple 
Arab like Abdul was as meanin^ul in the ffnal sum of 
things as chat of a great man like Munim. It was fitting, as 
I later realized, that among many people and many nations 
I had seen religion; but only in the land of the Bible had I 
wimessed pure and unquestioning faith. 

M 7 truck transportacioQ to Jerusalem was not scheduled 
to leave until early the morning after next, and having 
another day and night in Nablus, I decided to visit the site 
of a former excavation in nearby Sebaste. 

Only recendy I had read the then unpublished account of 
J. W. Crowfoot’s excavation of Israelite ruins in Samaria, 
now Sebaste. Crowfoot had unearthed there nine ivory 
plaques representing mythological Babylonian animals and 
gods, along with other plaques of Egyptian design that 
dearly indicated foreign influence in the time of Ahab and 
his ill-famed wife, Jezebel- 

Crowfoot’s plaques had faadnared me, upholding as they 
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did the historicity of the Biblical stories that centred around 
Sebaste, a small Arab village in the mountains of Ephraim, 
once pan of the ancient province of Samaria. The excavated 
ruins of Sebasce had revealed four distinct cities. In the first 
level had been unearthed the royal capital of the province, 
once the cenac of an independent and flourishing kingdom 
of Biblical times. The second level had shown a city plainly 
an administrative headquarters of the Assyrian empire, while 
in the third archaeologists had discovered bxiildings patently 
Roman in architecture and decoration. The fourth level 
had shown evidence of the Roman Empire’s dissolution and 
its replacement by some kind of autonomous colonial 
authority under the aegis of various medieval Arab 
potentates. 

Antedating Biblical Samaria, evidence had been found 
chat as early as the Bronze Age, from 3000 to aooo B.c., the 
rocky summits of the Ephraim mountains had been inhabi¬ 
ted by a primitive people. But it was noc before the begin¬ 
ning of the ninth century *.c. that the hills of Sebaste bad 
attracted permanent settlement. Babylonia had ruled here 
and so had the Egyptians. It was after the death of Solomon 
that Sebaste had entered into Biblical history. Omri, sixth 
king of Israel, paid two talents of silver co Shemer, a land- 
owner, for four hills in the vidnity now known as Sebaste 
and built the town of Shemer, which later became known as 
Samaria. 

This event is recounted in 1 Kings ( 16 : 43 - 44 , i^SP^: “In 
the thirty-first year of Asa king of Judah, Omri began to 
rrign over Israel, and reigned for twdve years; six year# he 
reigned in Tirzah, He bought the hill of Samaria from 
Shemer for two talents of silver; and he fortified the hill, and 
called the name of the dty which he built, Samaria, after 
the name of Shemer, the owner of the hill.” 

The Crowfoot excavations in Samaria had established the 
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hill of Shemer as a prominent landmark in early Biblical 
times. Shcmer then commanded two main routes from the 
south and east» and in the mind of Omri these had out* 
wughed the lack of natural water supply. Shemer had a 
prominent dtadel and lower town. The huge square stones 
of its wails testify today to the scrcngth of the citadel, though 
nothing U left of the buildings inside it, among which we 
may surmise the royal palace was one. 

It was here, according to I Kings (32:39), that a two-storey 
building was erected, later notorious among Hebrew scholars 
and priests at the “ ivory house" where Jezebel conducted 
her affairs. No specific remains of the **ivory house" had 
been found, but it was in a heap of rocks covering the royal 
chambers that Crowfoot had found his ivory plaques. 
Equally unidentified was the temple built by Jezebel in 
commemoration of Baal. But both Crowfoot's and an earlier 
expedition to Sebasce had unearthed pottery shards with 
Hebrew writing telling of events that had taken place in the 
town. Nearly seventy such shards had been discovered in a 
ruined building near the Israelite citadel; among them 
invoices, private messages, and a letter written by an em¬ 
ployer Co his agent. Some of these included names corres¬ 
ponding with similar names mentioned in I and U Kings. 

Crowfoot had made another confirmation of the Bible 
when he came across a plastered reservoir noted in I Kings 
(22:38) as the pool of Samaria, where Ahab’s chariot was 
washed after the fatal bartle of Ramoth-gilead, in which 
Ahab was killed in his ill-advised attempt to defeat the king 
of Aram. No other part of the Holy Land had been so 
lavish in its confirmation of the Book of Books as Scbaste- 
Samaria. 

As I walked to the site, I recalled that once before in 
modem times earthquakes had partially destroyed the dty. 
In the old citadel the recent damage was extensive. The 
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ancient scones were rent with deep fisures; marble columns 
had toppled over; many of die walls and floors carefully un* 
covered by archaeologists were broken or damaged. 

I made my way carefully among the debris and crevices, 
but my foot was caught suddenly in the capering end of a 
wide crevice, and, bending down to extricate my foot, I saw, 
with the help of my flashlight, what appeared to be a small 
chamber in the ground below. In a distant comer of the 
chamber two objects gleamed—one white, one golden. I 
freed my foot and looked for a handhold chat would permit 
me to climb down into the chamber. Finding one, I had 
begun CO clamber down when I heard someone shout: 
“Don't go in there I It is forbidden I " 

I ignored the warning and continued, dirt from the ground 
above raining down my neck in a steady stream. Finally 
I made my way close enough to the bottom to drop the 
remaining few feet. As I did so, I could hear an excited 
babel of voices above me. Hunched over in the scanty 
headroom the sloping ceiling afforded me, I was making my 
way towards the objects in the comer when, with the sound 
of a heavy sigh, the ceiling collapsed upon me. I was thrown 
downward and felt an unbearable pain in my left shoulder. 
The last thing I remember was reaching forward to grasp 
the two objects that lay close together, before rocks, stones, 
and soil pressed me to the floor. 

It took the Arab guard on the site more than an hour to 
dig me out, and only the lucky way in which I fell, arm 
bent about my face, prevented me from smothering. My 
back was badly bruised and there were severe cuts on my 
left shoulder. 

Half unconsciously, half surreptitiously, I had somehow 
smuggled the objects into my shin before the Arabs had 
bandaged my bleeding shoulder. They scolded me for 
trespassing and entering condemned property, but good- 
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naturedly enough brought me back to my tent in Nablus. 
The doctor arrived to attend to my wounds and bruises, and 
when he left I was free to examine my treasures. 

The first, when 1 had cleaned off its encrusted dirt, was 
revealed as a fragment of ivory plaque resembling those of 
Crowfoot’s that I had often admired in the Jerusalem 
Museum. It was the bottom half of a dancer, exquisitely 
carved; the dancer's legs were poised delicately in the typicd 
tiptoe manner of Phoenician and Egyptian statues and 
figurines of the period. The ocher was a small and perfect 
lotus leaf of beaten gold, probably part of a throne or wall 
panel inlay. Historic value of these pieces lay in their fur¬ 
ther confirmation of Biblical evidence of Egyptian-Phoe- 
nician cultural Infiuencc among the Hebrews in the dme of 
Ahab and Jezebel. The ivory plaque could, as could Crow¬ 
foot’s fragments, be pieces from Jezebel’s ivory house. 

My friends in Jerusalem thought I had been foolish co 
take such chances after an earthquake, but I could do more 
have stayed out of that chamber than iron filings can resist 
a magnet. 


iix 

Finally, the ring of Julia Domna represenu the most fan¬ 
tastic stroke of luck of all. Granted chat a certain instinct 
was necessary to know where co search for it, the idea 
of lifting it from its centuriesold hiding place is fan¬ 
tastic, especially under the drcumscances I am going to 
relate. 

Often I had made the town of Tiberias my vacation head¬ 
quarters. I loved its somnolence, its sense of remoteness in 
dme, as if untouched by history. Many of the town's elderly 
Arabs and its goldsmiths were my friends. It was here I 
was able to find real peace of tranquillity; the Sea of Galilee 
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region was the only place m Palestine I had found where a 
man could keef. Keef is an abbreviation of the Arab word 
kefak, meaning a state of good health in which one does 
absolutely nothing. Kefak conies closest in meaning to the 
Indian nirvana. In Tiberias a man could live " i la kefak “ 
to his heart's content. 

Whenever time and circumstances permitted 1 went there 
to stay either in the German'Owned, meticulously clean 
Tiberias Hotel or as the guest of a Swiss missionary, LUy 
Wreshner, who strove tirelessly to bring the Gospel to the 
area's recalcitrant Arabs and Jews. Another western friend 
in Tiberias was the Very Reverend Samuel Sloan, leader of 
the small Church of England congregation. Dr. Sloan spoke 
eleven modem languages, but from all the lands and cities 
of the globe be had chosen as bis home Palestine, and 
Tiberias. 

Lily, Dr. Sloan, and 1 often sat on the shore of the Sea of 
Galilee reminiscing under the blooming oleanders. In the 
moonlight we could see clearly the eastern and westernmost 
limits ^ the Lake called the Sea of Galilee, which is the only 
sweet*watcr lake in the Holy Land. To our left was Caper¬ 
naum; to our right Kinneretb; and directly opposite the 
towering mountains of Jolan, once a rich granary of the king¬ 
dom of Israel. The evenings were so quiet that sometimes 
we heard the echo of our conversation. Our talk centred 
around the past and the events in the Holy Land that nine¬ 
teen hundred years ago had formed the philosophical and 
theological sinews of the modem Christian world. 1 wondered 
why the Sea of Galilee district, so rich in these events, bad 
never truly been archaeologically researched. In the time of 
Herod, Tiberias was a dty of over a hundred thousand- Popu¬ 
lation of the province of Galilee had been estimated as close 
to one million. Much must have taken place here never 
recorded in history. 
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While many Galilean sites had figured conspicuously in 
Christ’s work and ministry, very few had been definitely 
identified. No real work of excavation had been carried out 
except at Tell Hum, at the ruins of the now generally 
accepted site of Capernaum. Recently the Jewish Palestine 
Exploration Society had started work at Khirbet Kerah, near 
Kinnereth, where it hoped to find remnants of the old 
Canaanite City of the Moon, Beth-yerah. But excavation at 
the great cave in the Wadi (valley) el-Amud had been 
discontinued. 

Chief archaeological interest in the Galilee area centres 
around the Roman and Judean-Herodian period (47 b.c.-a.d. 
30), and the time, consequently, of the New Tesumenc. 
There is, however, evidence of ancient Canaanite or Hebrew 
settlement that has been unexplored. Discussing this with 
my Tiberias friends, we began running through the Galilean 
sices as described in Old and New Testatments. 

The northernmost sice of importance on the Sea of GaUlee 
is that of Cborazin, known to^y as Khirbit Keraaeh. The 
ruins of this ancient New Testament town are not easy to 
recognize as such, for practically all the stone and masonry 
above ground level have been carted away for building pur¬ 
poses by the local Arabs. The Arab village of Tell Hum 
(ancient Capernaum) was built shortly before the time of 
Chnst. Ruins of an old synagogue had been discovered 
where, according to Mark, John, Matthew, and Luke, Jesus 
had preached to the poor of Galilee. It was in Capernaum 
where the toll house stood arid where the tax collectors 
against whom Christ inveighed resided, Remnants of the 
andent ark containing the Torah and of the original floor 
mosaic have been found in Capernaum. In the latter can be 
identified pomegranate seeds, arrow heads (the symbol of 
death), and the symbols of Solomon (grape dusters and palm 
leaves). 
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Not far from Capernaum 1 $ the hill known as the Mount 
of Beatitudes^ and not far from the Mount are the ruins of 
the small towns of Palmanutha and Magdala, birthplace of 
Mar^ Magdalene. The modem Arab village of Magdala 
oonsisu of ten to fifteen primitive clay houses that saongly 
have the character and atmosphere of Biblical times. Most 
of the villagers are poor fishermen. 

One morning, watching the fishermen of Tiberias mending 
their nets on the beach, an idea came to me, and I forgot I 
had come here for a rest. Perhaps some of these men some* 
times found relics fishing in the Sea. I approached one of 
them, a dark and handsome fellow with flashing eyes. His 
name was Hassan. His nets had never recovered objects of 
the past, but others had. Yes, Chawadjak, he was willing to 
cry—for a consideration. We bargained, and 1 agreed to 
charter his rowboat for the afternoon. 

I turned up at four o'clock, when the air had cooled, to 
find Hassan ready and waiting. The boat was scrubbed 
dean, there were two quart bottles of water and lemonade in 
the stem, and a battered sun hat lay under one of the thwarts. 
Hassan bowed me aboard, and pressed the hat upon me with 
a flourish. 

" You will need this, Chawadjah” His white teeth flashed 
like a Venetian gondolier's. “ I bought it for you espedally.” 

“What else will we need? " I asked looking around. 

“ Nets.” He pointed to two small nets in the bow. " And 
also patience.” 

Hassan shoved off and picked up the oars. For about 
fifteen minutes Hassan rowed parallel to the shore until he 
came to a cove, where he shipped the oars and looked 
admiringly upward. Above us on a slight rise were the 
shambles of a modem Arab house. 

“Why here? ” I asked. 

He shrugged. “There are ruins. If you are looking for 
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objects of the past, what better place to look for them than 
near ruins? ” 

I laughed. But perhaps he was right; in this improbable 
treasure hunt one place seemed as likely as another. 

Hassan dropped anchor in the shallow water, threw out 
his cork-edged nets, and inquired if I had a cigarette. I 
handed him a Player's, the hist of many that afternoon. 

We waited. It was still hot in the declinbg sun. I finished 
half the bottle of lemonade, Hassan the rest. He told me 
the story of his life. Then we started on the bottle of water. 

When two hours had passed 1 asked Hassan if we shouldn't 
pull up the nets and, if they were empty, try another spot. 

He complied. Except for a few strands of algae the nets 
were empty. I wiped my perspiring face. " What would 
you suggest now, Hassan? ” 

He showed his white teeth. '*That is for you to say, 

Chawadjak.” 

I was ready to admit chat I was a fool and Hassan an 
arrant opportunist. Briskly I cold him to row us back to 
Tiberias. 

He spread his hands wide in mock dismay. "But 
Chawadjah, you have chartered the boat for the entire after¬ 
noon I We have been out less than three hours I " 

"Why not refund me a pordon of my money?" 

His smile vanished. He bent to the oars and a few minutes 
later we were back on Tiberias beach. As I got out of the 
boat he said, slyly, "Come again, Chawadjah.’’ 1 heard 
laughter from his fellow fishermen as I walked up the beach 
to the hotel. 

I told none of my friends of this first disaster, imdoubtedly 
because I fully intended to repeat it if necessary- Sure 
enough the next morning I was back at the beach, talking to 
the fishermen; Hassan, fortunately, had gone to Jibrin with 
his ill-gotten gains. The fishermen listen^ to me with sober 
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respect, and one anwered my question by replying that some 
years ago a fishennan In the nearby town of Samakh, on 
the Sea’s south comer, had netted a bronze object. My 
informant laughed, saying the piece this man bad found 
was old and of no value, and in weighting down the net 
had fooled him into thinking he had made a great catch of 
fish. 

‘'Can I visii this fisherman of Samakh?" I asked. 

The man’s reply was discouraging; Aba Shemer, the finder 
of the bronze object, was old now and retired. He bad 
turned his boat over to his son. I thanked the man and 
returned to my hotel. 

Aba Sheroer did not leave my mind. 1 still had three 
days of vacation left, and early the next morning I cook the 
rachitic Arab bus to Samakh. an important trading centre. 
The bazaar was always filled with villagers and fellahin 
from miles around. Here they traded their grain, vegeubles, 
and animals. 1 looked up my old friend Achmed, the muktar, 
and he directed me to the house of the old fisherman. Since 
he was working no longer the man was known now under 
the name of Aba, father of Shemer, and he was almost for¬ 
gotten. When I reached tl\e old man’s house on the ou^ 
skirts of the town, I saw an aged but sdll powerful fellah 
sitting in the courtyard tmder a eucalyptus tree. I made 
the customary salaams out of respect to his years. Then I 
said I had come to conduct business with him. 

“Business?” He looked up at me curiously. "I am 
retired, Chowadjah. I have no fish co sell. I no longer have 
even a boat.” 

The honesty of his withered face made me take an 
immediate liking to him- “ 1 have not come to buy fish,” I 
said. “ I know you have retired. But someone has told me 
chat years ago you took from the sea something that was no 
fisL 1 have come to see it.'* 1 introduced myself then, 
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telling Him 1 was an archaeologist, but evidently the word 
was unfamiliar to him. 

Aba invited me to sit down beside him in the courtyard. 
After a lengthy discussion, he went into the house and 
returned holding some bronze implements so badly eroded 
that at hrst I was hard put to determine their original use. 
One 1 recognized finally as the blade of a short bronze 
Roman sword. Two others I identified as part of a Roman 
soldier's or centurion's bronze epaulettes, and half a soldier's 
belt buckle. 

" This, Chawadjah, M all I found.” 

When I opened my coin purse to pay him what I thought 
the pieces were worth, Aba looked at me in astonishment. 
But he accepted the silver coins gratefully. 

" If you will rake me to the place where these were found," 
I told him, " I will pay you well." 

“ That I cannot do." the old man said. " I have promised 
my sons never to go fishing again." 

I emptied my coin purse into his hand. 

He smiled broadly. " Well, Achuya (my brother), I should 
at least listen carefi^y to what you have to say." He clapped 
his hands, and as if conjured out of thin air, a beautiful, 
unveiled young girl appeared from the house, and waited 
respectfully. 

"Your youngest daughter?" I asked. 

"Alya, my wife." 

Alya couldn't have been more than eighteen years old, 
and the old man was approaching eighty. I tried to hide my 
astonishment, and looked at the two pleasantly as if such a 
marriage were an everyday occurrence, I couldn't help 
pitying the girl, but 1 soon saw 1 was mistaken; examining 
her more closely, I saw she was in her fifth or sixth month of 
pregirancy. 

Alya disappeared into the house to make us cofiee, emerge 
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ing a few minutes later with a long^handled coffee pot and 
two small cups. Gracefully she served us. She was a beaud' 
ful girl and I was sure Aba would do anything within reason 
to make her happy. 

1 had an idea. Perhaps if 1 promised the old man a 
costly gift for Aiya he would go along with me. I told him 
the goldamith in Tiberias had made silver bracelets and ankle 
rings for the nobility, and that I could easily buy some 
of these for his lovely young wife. Aha didn't answer 
me immediately, but 1 sensed 1 had found his weak 
point. 

Aiya came to potu: us a second cup, and from the way 
Aba's eyes lingered on her arms and ankles, I knew I bad 
won my case. 

“ Achuya/' he said, "you have made it impossible for me 
to refuse. But we must cast the neu at night. I will borrow 
a rowboat and meet you a mile from the village, for none of 
my sons must see me fishing again." 

For the next half-hour we discussed our plan, and arranged 
to meet two nights later at ten o'clock at a spot on the shore 
he described in detail to me. 1 left for Tiberias. 

There in my hotel room I examined the four bronze 
objects. My first hasty identification had been correct. All 
were part of a Roman officer’s equipment. The richly 
decorated epaulette was surely that of a captain or centurion. 

It was difficult for me to determine exactly what period 
the pieces were from. Many battles had been fought on the 
shores of the Sea of Galilee. Roman garrisons had been 
established in Tiberias and other towns on or near the Sea 
in the time of Herod the Great and Herod Andpas- Prior 
to the Roman conquest of Jerusalem in aj>. 70 the Jews and 
Romans had been constantly at one another's throats. Here 
Flavius Josephus, later to turn renegade, had fought unsuc¬ 
cessfully against the army of Vesparian. The Hebrew 
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Zealots had been furious fighters, and much Roman blood 
had flowed into the waters of the Sea. 

What had begun as mostly a lark became now in my mind 
a significant endeavour. The next morning I selected two 
heavily embossed silver bracelets and a finely engraved anklet 
in the goldsmith’s shop, paying the price of two very fine 
dinners. 

That evening I showed the bronze objects to my friends 
Lily Wreshner and Dr. Sloan. Dr. Sloan was not surprised to 
learn they had been fished up from the bottom of the Sea. To 
his knowledge many such ancient objects had been dis¬ 
covered near Tiberias from time to dme. Six years before, 
part of a crusader’s chain mail had been found and sent to a 
museum in Edinburgh. 

Later that night 1 pored over the history books In my hotel 
room. 1 had been so involved with the time of Christ that 
I had forgotten much of what had transpired here in other 
periods. After the fall of Jerusalem (a.p. 70 ) the Romans had 
occupied Palestine for another three hundred and fifty years, 
and, not far from Samakh, where Bab lived, Greek and 
Roman religious life had played a Urge part in the cultural 
life of the inhabitants. I had forgotten the once large and 
important Roman fortress and agricultural town of Gadara 
on the sbpes of the mountains of Gilead, where the Roman 
emperor Septimus Severus had sent his Syrian wife, Julia 
Domna, to ^e. 

All the next day 1 restlessly paced the beach and hotel 
lobby, too keyed-up to read or meet with my friends. Shordy 
before sundown I took the bus to Samakh and spent the hours 
dll darkness in the Arabic restaurant; how many plates of 
lahme shaf (broiled Iamb) I ate I do not know. At nine 
o’clock 1 made my way to the meeting place. Aha had not 
yet arrived. Through the tall reeds I could see a rowboat 
drawn up on the beach. 
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Suddenly the whole venrure seemed utterly ridiculous, and 
my spirits fell. Hassan had failed me; how could I expect 
any better of Aba? How could I be sure there were other 
objects where he had found the Roman military accoutre¬ 
ments six years before; or, if others had at one time been 
there, the tides and currents had not moved or buried them 
beyond removal in the bottom mud? Perhaps it wasn’t too 
late to return to Samakh and Tiberias, resell the jewellery, 
and go back to Jerusalem to take up my more sensible work. 

Then I heard shuffling footsteps, and a moment later Aba 
was at my side. He salaamed and said, "A perfect night for 
fishing.” 

I helped him to unfold the huge net which, he told me, 
would cover an area of twenty square yards on the bottom 
of the sca. We clambered into the rowboat, and Aba rowed 
slowly towards the middle of the Sea, about a mile distant, 
1 was amazed at the old man's strength; he rowed the heavy 
boat with regular, powerful strokes and without interruption. 
It must have been shortly before eleven when the bluwilver 
moon rose over the mountains, chan^ng the colour of the 
sea from black to a ghostly bluish white. We could see the 
shore and the hills and the tall minarets of the mosques in 
Tiberias and Samakh. 

Aba shipped his oars and threw out the leaden weight 
that served as an anchor. ”Here is the place, Chawadjah. 
Help me throw out the net.” 

The net touched bottom and wc saw the corks bobbing 
on the water. " We must wait now,” said Aba, ” One hour, 
two, perhaps till sunrise. The constant tinderoirrent, if we 
are fortunate, will sweep whatever objects there are near here 
into the net. When we are ready I will tell you.” 

He took his prayer beads from his pocket and began to 
count them silently. The beads were on a string, like a 
rosary, and each bead represented a sura (chapter) of the 
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Koran- I was reluctant to interrupt the old man, but of his 
own accord he began to tell me of his life as a fisherman, of 
the limes when he had had big catches and enough money 
fa his three wives and fourteen children, and of the times 
when the catch was small, and he had a hard time providing 
food for Hs family. 

"Are all your sons fishermen, and your daughters raai- 
ried? ” I asked him. 

'* Only the two eldest of my first wife are fishermen. Two 
other boys joined the British police, and three are carpenters- 
The girls are all married. They were handsome, and their 
husbands paid me well-” He paused. ” Two of my chEdren 
drowned during a stormy night at sea.” 

”I am sorry to hear it.” 

" Do not be sorry, Ckawadjak, Thdr deaths were Allah's 
will, and against Allah's will man is powerless-” 

I counted the hours by the position of the moon. Two 
hours passed, then a third. I grew more and more impatient; 
Aba's tales of his father and grandfather, fishermen before 
him, had long since ceased to amuse me. 

“Is it time » pull in the net? ” I asked. 

"Not yet, Chawadjah/* 

“Why not?” 

“Everything has its given time,” he answered philosophi¬ 
cally, and, sighing, I returned to my vigil. Finally I said, “I 
have the silver jewellery for your wife ” 

A happy smile crossed his face. 

“ She is very lovely,” I said. 

“ Yes,” Aba said, “ and she is young. She comes from the 
mountains,” he said, and pointed to the east, towards Syria- 
“ Her father Is a farmer who was punished by Allah in having 
only girl children. She did not cost me much, and she is 
devoted and faithful.” The old man closed his eyes, and 
it seemed as though he had fallen asleep. 
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I must have dozed myself; suddenly I heard Aba saying, 
“ It is time now, Chawadjah.*' 

I opened my eyes to the beginning of a new day. To the 
east, over the mouncatins, the sky was brightening. We began 
to pull in the net. 

Look to the bottom o£ the nee as we pull it in, a little at 
a time,” said Aba. " If we have found anything, it will be 
there in the mud." 

The net was heavy with hsh. True to his promise to his 
sons, Aba threw them back into the sea one by one, and I 
was free to examine the netting. I found nothing, and grew 
more and more reluctant in my search. But then my fingers 
came in contact with something hard. It was fra^ 
ment of a sword blade, and I examined the algae more 
carefully. 

Practically the enure net had been hauled into the boat 
when I encountered something small, hard, and round. The 
sensation was as if my fingers had touched glass. I washed 
the raud«encrusted object in the water and held it up to the 
first rays of the rising sun. 

In my hand lay a silver ring, the metal badly corroded, but 
still in its origind form. Engraved in intaglio on a camelian 
stone was a face of Julia Domna, the exiled wife of the Roman 
emperor Septimus Severus. Seventeen hundred years before, 
she had been a prisoner in the fortress of Gadara, tn the 
mountains some miles from the Sea. 

“What do you have there, Chawadjah} ” asked Aba. 

"An ancient ring of great value. Aba. you have earned 
this night much more than my gratitude." 

Aba looked at the ring and shrugged. It was incredible 
CO him that such an object could be of importance, but he 
was used to the Westerner's whims, which were somedmes 
profitable. 

When I returned to Jerusalern che next day, 1 showed the 
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ring to Sukentk and Olaf Madson. They confirmed it as the 
original sealscone ring, worn probably on a chain around her 
ne^, and the only badge o£ office remaining to her from the 
great and lavish past of the Syrian princess who became 
a Roman Empress and the mother of Geta and Garacalla. 




























































































VIII 

The Mote of the Lotus Flower 

I N my collection there ut several objects that recall stories 
that beg to be told. And, too, a life of archaeology la 
certain to result in many adventures that prove com* 
pletely unrewarding as scientific projects* but are priceless 
as human experience. In this pare of the book I have 
gathered several of my best stories although, as I have said 
earlier, they do not belong under the dele of this book in the 
strictest sense. The objects or experiences have no real Bibli* 
cal significance. But as side-lights on a career In archaeology 
I hope you will find them as interesting as 1 did when they 
happened to me. 

For example, during the many years I spent in Jerusalem, 
Hebron, and Damascus I was always attracted to the small 
and cluttered goldsmith shops, where skilled craftsmen plied 
an ancient trade. It was to the goldsmith that the Arab 
farmer brought for sale or for melting down unfamiliar 
objects found by him. The fellahin trusted the integrity of 
the goldsmith, and in my travels and wandering through the 
land of the Bible* I learned to trust him too. 

Most of the native goldsmiths knew me and what I 
searched for, though sometimes they were ignorant of the 
archaeologist and his work. Such was the case in the litde 
village of Aquana, near Tulkaram. Tulkaram is the agri¬ 
cultural centre of the southern plains of Palestine, and 
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Aquarra is famous for its water-melons. When I entered the 
goldsmith’s shop ac Aquarra on a day in June 1 was making 
merely a routine visit, and my tone was casual as I asked the 
goldsmith if he had come across any antiquities. He looked 
at me in a puzzled way, and I saw be did not understand my 
question. 1 sac down on an empty kerosene can in the dny 
shop and explained more fully. 

He shook his bead. "No, Chawadjah, I have come across 
nothing worth your while." 

He was a busy man. The kerosene-drenched charcoal fire 
blazed under the meldng pot; the smith's foot was on the 
pedal of the bellows. His Left hand was clenched into a fist. 
Obviously he was holding whatever he planned to melt. I 
glanced round the shop, looking for something that might 
interest me, but there was only the usual modern Arabic 
jewellery. 

As he relaxed his grip briefly on the object he was about 
to melt, 1 saw the glimmer of gold between his fingers. 

"What’s in your hand?" I asked. 

"A broken earring. A villager is having it melted down 
into a bracelet. It’s a present for his third wife.’’ 

I asked to see it. and when he dropped it into my hand I 
saw chat it was an exquisite piece of Egypuan jewellery at 
least three thousand years old. Its inlay o£ enamel was 
deteriorated; the socket adjoining the hook must once have 
held an emerald, but now it was empty. I was certain of the 
earring's Egyptian origin, but how it had found its way to 
the workshop of a goldsmith in Aquarra was a mystery. The 
earring, curiously enough, looked familiar to me; 1 was sure 
this was not the first time I had seen it. 

"I’ll buy this from you," 1 said, putting my wallet on the 
table to show I had money. 

"You cannot,” he said. " It belongs to the villager." 

" You will not melt this down,’’ I said angrily. " You will 
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weigh it, and I wUJ pay you the equivalent in cash. Then 
you can make a bracelet in new gold for your customer.” 

The old man agreed; he knew 1 would pay him a sum in 
excess of the gold's value. When our transaction was com* 
piece I asked ^e smith the name of the Arab who had given 
him the earring. Minutes later I was in the fellah^s court' 
yard, 

Here I heard a fantastic story. The Arab had received the 
earring as an heirloom from his father, who some thirty* 
five years ago had found it while excavating with an English 
archaeologist in the Sharon Valley, some twenty miles from 
Aquarra. In 1894 , Duncan McAllister had found these ruins 
of an Egyptian house dating back to the fourteenth or fif¬ 
teenth dynasty. Among the objects McAllister had die* 
covered was a gold pendant in the shape of a lotus flower, 
which he had sent to the British Museum. I remembered 
now I had seen it in one of the old Museum catalogues. 

The father of the Aquana Arab had found the mate of 
this earring, but MacAllister had not known it existed. After 
forty years hii son had ^ven the earring to the goldsmith to 
melt down into a bracelet for his newly wed third wife. This 
was the modem case history of my lotus flower earring, 
important as one of the few golden andquities to be found 
in Palestine. 


IX 

The Mummy Who Rose from the Dead 


A LLAK G. Smith was an unusual and eccentric man. 

/A A leading scholar in Egyptology with a world*wide 
^ '^reputadon in scarabs and mummiiicatLon» he was 
loosely attached to Cairo’s Egyptian Museum. We had met 
some years before when Smith was doing Biblical research in 
Jerusalem, and several times I had accompanied him on 
expeditions into upper Egypt. To work with Allan was 
exciting, for the interpretations he gave to hU findings were 
original and unique, and he reached conclusion$->ofien 
correct ones—that were widely at variance with those of his 
colleagues. 

I had seen him twice in the past two years. Once he had 
asked my presence in Alexandria to act as witness in the 
marriage between one of his servants, a seventy-seven-year- 
old gardener, and a founeen-yearK^ld peasant girl His 
theory was chat males were greatly superior, both physically 
and mentally, to females, and this marriage was to prove his 
point. It failed: on her wedding day the young bride ran 
away with an eighteen-year-old boy. Chagrined, Allan sent 
away the guests and spent the evening with me in his study, 
reminiscing of his heedless youth and drinking the strong 
native Syrian arrack by the glassful. 

On another occasion he had come to see me in Jerusalem 
in a considerable scate of escicement, with a find he had just 
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made of great historical importance—hieroglyphic papyrus 
writing from the time of Pharaoh Amcnhotep IV. He 
wanted to decipher his papyrus in the quietness Jerusalem 
afforded, and worked for days and nights, only to conclude 
that the papyrtis was no more chan a thirry-year«old hoax, 
expertly executed and aged in the workshop o£ one of Cairo's 
more unscrupulous antique dealers. 

If 1 was disappointed, Allan was not. He was all cheer as 
1 accompanied him to the railway station. Later I found 
out the reason why. He had ordered three more sets of the 
false documents and sent them to various friends at English 
and American universities, asking for their opinions on the 
documental validity. I don’t know how long his colleagues 
slaved at their own decipherments imtil they reached their 
own independent conclusions. 

Such a man was Allan Smith—amusing, unpredictable, 
out of the conventional scholar’s mould. Tall, graceful, with 
alert, inquisitive blue eyes, he wu a bom adventurer with 
more than a touch of a zany Sherlock Holmes in him. But 
he was also a truo'bom Englishman and a snob, and one 
thing he had never learned was how to deal with the Arabs. 
Always police, reserved, and courteous, he would never 
stoop to their level; as a superior Anglo-Saxon he looked 
down his hawk-like nose—the nose he was so proud of as 
a sign of nobility—at the children of Isbmael. Satiric 
and fastidious and proud of his caste, it was hard for him 
to make friends, but those he did make were devoted to 
him. 

The telegram he had sent me was from Aswan, in upper 
Egypt. It said he had discovered, in the village of Ed-Derdah, 
a tomb from the nth Dynasty, about 2000 b.c., and that he 
needed my assistance. I suspected that Allan needed me 
not only for excavation, but because he was in some kind of 
difficulty. It was hard for me at the moment to get away 
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from my work in Jerusalem, but wben Allan Smith sent me 
an SOS from the desert, I felt I muse respond. 

Also, 1 was excited by his discovery; for any archaeologist, 
the finding of a tomb from the xith Dynasty was of great 
historical importance. The 1 1 th Dynasty was in the general 
period of the first patriarch, and very little was known of 
Abraham’s time. The Biblical accounts of his sojourn in 
Canaan and Egypt are slight and often contradictory. Any 
new discovery of this period, even in Egypt, might shed new 
light on the Bible. 

Two days later I was on my way. The train brought me 
from Jerusalem to Cairo, and from Cairo to Aswan. There 
were no roads from Aswan to Ed-Derdah, and the trip by 
camel was a good thirty*six hours. The sun was setting when 
I arrived at die Arab village. The hoc sun and fatigue of the 
camel trip had worn me out completely, and I was glad to 
see the clay huts of £d*Derdah. 

The children were first to spot me, and going down the 
dusty village screec I was surrounded by a horde of boys and 
girls begging for baksheesh and sweecs. From the windows 
of the houses the veiled women, only their almond eyes 
uncovered, regarded me as though I were a visitor from 
another planet. Men lounged silently in the doorways. 
Where was Allan, I wondered? Why hadn't the sheik come 
out to greet me? 

“ Professor Smith! " I shouted. " Where is he ? ” 

There was no answer. In the very silence there was 
hostility. 

With the pressure of my knees I Erected the camel to 
kneel to permit me to dismount. This was a complicated 
procedure and took several minutes; despite the villagers* 
hostility, they began to laugh. Finally my feet were on the 
ground, but my legs felt like rubber. 

Lead me to the sheik of your village,** I demanded. 
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The lounging men stared at me. 

“There is an English professor in your village,” I said, 
feeling sudden anxiety for Allan’s safety. "Where is he? ” 

The fellakin looked at me without understanding, but my 
Arabic was fluent enough, and the situation struck me as a 
curious one. 

Finally one of the loungers detached himself, and, scowl* 
ing, bid me accompany him. A moment later I stood before 
the sheik Murah^el'Din, a powerful man in bis rixdes. The 
courtyard was crowded with his children. Murah did not 
smile, and his animosity was obvious. This was a man who 
ruled his village with the authority of a medievsJ despot. He 
was the law, and on behalf of his people he resented the 
intruder. 

Politely 1 asked where 1 might And Allan. Murah pointed 
cowards the end of the courtyard's outer wall, and there I 
saw the top of a small British field tent. "He is there,” 
Murah said, " and my prisoner.” As I ran to the cent I beard 
the laughter of the children behind me. 

Two scLmitar*armed Arabs stood guard before the cent. 
1 turned and looked at the sheik, who nodded. The guards 
pulled aside the flaps and I went inside, to find Allan utcing 
on a stool before a small table. 

"Hullo, Paul," he said calmly, “did you bring any 
money?” 

"No,” I said. "For God’s sake, tell me what happened.” 

He rose, and in his casual manner reached for my hand 
and pressed it. Then he sat down again. “Tm glad you 
came,” he said. "Sit down.” 

1 took the second stool and sat there, looking at this proto* 
type of the always unpenurbed Englishman. His next words 
made me laugh. “Excuse my not being shaven," he said. 
“ The dictator of this village has appropriated not only my 
revcjver, but my razor, too.” 
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He gestured towards one of the two field cots. "You must 
be tired. Rest. Never discuss problems when you’re out on 
your feet; I’ll tell you whnt's happened at dinner-time. The 
food, incidentally, is quite adequate here.” 

I fell on the cot and must have slept at least three hours. 
When I opened my eyes, I couldn't believe them. There 
was Allan sitting at the table, dressed formally in his dinner 
jacket with boiled shirt and cummerbund. Allan Smith 
might be prisoner in a tent in an Arab village in the middle 
of the desert three hundred and fifty miles from Cairo, but 
like an English gentleman he still insisted upon dressing for 
dinner. That this dinner would most likely consist of bread, 
beans, and rice made not the slightest diffeence. This con¬ 
servative propriety. I thought, could be dther strength or 
snobbery; I didn't know which. So I began to dress myself, 
choosing a shire with which I could wear one of Allan's 
ties. 

1 was right about the bread, beans, and rice, but Allan 
had been correct about their quality, which was more than 
passable. Allan discussed commonplaces until we got to OMi 
coffee, and then he began his story. 

"When 1 was here six months ago, I noticed a sand hill 
on the outskirts of the village. 1 made my first preliminary 
examination, doing no excavation, but going over the soil 
and the foundation of the sand hill, which I was certain 
covered heavy rocks, and very possibly an ancient burial 
place. My cdculadon was based on historical research, the 
hill formation, and the village's geographical location. But 
my real clue was a stone slab I had found near the hill. On 
the slab was hieroglyphic writing, and deciphered, it read 
‘Kinglmef.'” 

"Intef," I repeated excitedly. “Go on.” Intef was the 
name of the only king of the i ith Dynasty, a period of which 
practically nothing had been discovered. 



Two jfoW foninf,!, ent tn ihe shabt ^ a bull's head, t \ * long, the other in the ihap* 
of a eoiled snake, i' w diameitr 



Sandstone snake. 5 J* tong, af' wide 








Solar boat. 17}' long 
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“Murah was away at the lime, but his elders seemed 
perfectly co-operaiive. They asked the villagers if they had 
ancient relics to sell, and one of the fellahin showed me a 
scarab with the hieroglyphic signs of Nebcherure. This was 
the best possible luck, because Nebcherure are the symbols 
describing the unification of the upper and lower empire. 
This unification took place in the iith Dynasty, so I was 
even more certain that in excavating the hill I would find 
additional proof of this great polidcd event that took place 
near the time of Abraham.’' 

'T bought the scarab and left Ed-Derdah for Alexandria. 
There I made ready the excavation I started twelve days 
ago/' Allan shook his head. And here I am, a prisoner 
of the terrible Murah«el*Din, and so, my dear Paul, are 
you.” 

Z would assume so,’ ’ I said dryly. “ But continue/ ’ 

Allan set his cup down delicately. “Well, Murah was 
friendly at first when I arrived. But the blighter soon showed 
the cut of his jib. He said the elders had had no right co 
encourage my return here without his permission, and would 
be punished. He demanded an exorbitant sum for the right 
to excavate. When I told him 1 had no such kind of money, 
he waved his arms about and shouted at me. When I pointed 
out my right to excavate, and proved it with authoruadon 
papers from the Egyptian g;overnmcnt, the old boy really 
blew up completely. 

" He snatched the papers out of my hand and threw them 
to the floor. There were no Egyptian tombs in Ed*Derdab. 
If I unearthed what might be beneath the sand hill I would 
bring bad luck to the ^lage. Legend had it that in these 
parts was the comb of Caliph Hakim, an evil tyrant of 
centuries past who had refused to accept Mohammed and 
flouted the Koran, In the days of Murah’s forefathers the 
Caliph Abi Bakr bad been sent to kill this man, and did. 

M 
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Who knew if the lomb of Hakini was not in Ed-Derdaih? 
If it was, and the tomb was desecrated by a foreigner, 
the spirit of the evil Hakim would emerge to bedevil the 
villagers. 

"Against such stupidity I was, of course, powerless. I 
thought to approach Murah again after he had calmed down 
a bit, and 1 stayed on in Ed*Derdah instead of leaving for 
Alexandria, as 1 should have done. But things went from 
bad to worse; Murah and the villagers had come to believe 
chat I waa in league with Hakim h^self. One evening my 
tent was attacked and my servant, Aly, was beaten. That 
was when I sene you my second telegram ” 

“Second?" 1 asked. "I only got one." 

Allan shrugged philosophically. "Then Murah must 
have prevented Aly from going to Aswan. Aly’s probably a 
prisoner now in another part of the village. If seems reason¬ 
able—1 haven’t seen him for four days. The second tele* 
gram asked you to tell the authorities in Cairo and send gold 
for Murah, the greedy old cutthroat." 

I pondered grimly. Until help arrived from the outside it 
would be weeks, or even months. Allan and I had told no 
one we were going to £d*Derdah; among the fratemicy the 
location of an important expedition was always a jealously 
guarded secret. No one in Jerusalem, not even my wife, 
expected me back for three weeks to a month, and our situa- 
don was really precarious. After a long discussion we decided 
that 1 should approach Murah tomorrow and ask not only 
for our freedom but for permission to excavate. He might 
be willing to settle for our release. 

Next morning the guards refused to let me leave the tent, 
but Murah came in response to my summons, surrounded 
by his hoary village elders. He shook his head de£nitely 
in response to my re<}uest, and when he spoke it was with 
anger. 
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“Already the bad spirit had come among us,” he said. 
“ This cursed Englishman has brought misery and bad luck. 
Three women have gone into labour and produced three 
worthless females. Girls I ” he shouted, “not a single boy I 
la this not proof of his derilish intentions? ” 

Careful not to laugh, I did my best to convince Murah that 
such talk was only superstition and against Moslem belief. 
But it was like calking to the deaf, and finally, as i£ compro¬ 
mising, I told him we would be satisfied to leave the village. 
Then the wily old Arab showed his true stripe, and with 
naked greed in his eyes, demanded thirty ^d coins in 
ransom. 

Now it was my cum for anger. “This it outrageous! ” I 
said. “You are a thief! Allah will punish you! ” 

But Murah only shrugged and said, “The loss of three 
boys is more serious than a ransom of thirty gold coins.” 

Allan, who had heard the entire conversation through the 
tent flap, greeted me with a grin; it amused him that he had 
been the cause of three girl children. The ransom threat he 
took with aplomb—I suppose no gentleman, to his view, 
showed concern at the prospect of any fate worse than death 
by fire at the stake. It took me a while to convince him 
enough of the seriousness of our plight to offer a suggestion 
for ending it, but finally he came up with a good one. “ Why 
not,” he said, lighting a cigarette, “tell the old boy weTl give 
him all the gold and precious jewels we find in the tomb? ” 
He winked at me. 

“But what assurance have we well find any valuables? 
The tomb may have been robbed.” 

“We might find valuables,” said Allan equably. “If we 
don't we can think of something else.” 

Feeling like a character in a story of Middle Eastern 
adventure and intrigue, 1 demanded an audience with Murah- 
eh-Din. This time we spoke alone in the sheik's courtyard. 
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Mura]i brushed aside my assurances of Allan’s Innocence and 
again demanded ransom, but he listened carefully when I 
cold him of the gold, silver, and precious stones that might 
be found in the sand hill burial place. 

"What are thiny gold coins," I said, "when I can offer 
you a king's ransom, without fear of redress by the Egyptian 
authorities? And certainly our offer proves we arc only 
sdenthu, disinterested in wealth; othemse 1 would have 
asked for half the booty." 

Murah ordered cofEee for me and sat puffing on his nar* 
gbile. It was two hours later that we sealed our pact. I had 
Murah's assurance that we could begin the excavation with 
the help of seven workers, including Aly, whom Allan 
had guessed correedy had been caught trying to escape. 
1 agreed that Murah should be present when the tomb 
was opened, so that there was no possibility of his being 
cheated. 

I left the old man on fairly good terms, and Allan 
was relieved to hear of my successful talk. Early the next 
morning, after Allan and Aly’a affectionate reunion, we 
started work. The excavation area as established by 
Allan was twelve feet long and sixteen feet wide, and 
the first day we removed a foot of sand from the entire 
area. 

Digging continued for the next four days. At a level of 
Mght feet we had found no traces of the tomb, but the sieve 
yielded up two small granite chips chat fired our enthusiasm 
tremendously, because we recognized them definitely as 
fragments from the ancient tools used in tomb construction. 
The next several days were uneventful, but on the morning 
of the seventh day our shovels hit hard, smooch rock. It 
was another half day’s work to clear the sand from a rock 
area of four hy five feet. 

Carefully Allan and I examined every inch of the rock for 
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marks made by the ancient stone hewers chat would indicate 
the architecture of the comb iaelf. After three more days 
we had freed the entire tomb cover, and began digging 
down the sides to discover the entrance, To save work 
and lime we had to rely upon our intuidon, knowing 
that the tomb entrance could be on only one of the four 
sides. 

Our guess was right, and we found the petrified mortar 
linking the cover with the tomb entrance. Working again 
with pick and shovel, we freed the cnuance after forty-eight 
hours of labour. To our surprise and disappointment, we 
discovered the ancient seal to be broken; the tomb had been 
opened by grave robbers perhaps fifty to a hundred years 
after it had been built. The chances were chat all gold and 
valuables had been removed, something chat would amuse 
Murah little. 

Our only course now was to delay the opening of the 
tomb as long as possible, and to dispatch a wire to one 
of my friends in Jerusalem asking that he get in touch 
with Egyptian authorities in Cairo. The plan was for 
Aly to attempt another escape to Aswan at the earliest 
opportunity. 

As it turned out, opening the tomb was no easy task. The 
stone slab entrance weigW at least a ton, and without 
modem machinery was extremely difficult to remove. We 
chipped away at the mortar and chiselled at the opening 
carefully, keeping it small so the fresh hot air rushing into 
the tomb would not destroy what wooden materials were 
inside; upon contact with fresh, hot air, centuries-old wood 
often crtimbles to dust. When the opening was a foot and 
a half by three we covered it with cloth. Air escaping from 
the tomb was ice cold, and we heard a hissing sound as it 
mingled with the heat of the day. 

Our greatest expectations had already dimmed; the tomb. 
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if ic consisted of a sin^e chamber, as it mostly did, was much 
too narrow for a royal burial place. The person buried here 
could only have been a beloved servant or high official of one 
of the jith Dynasty Pharaohs. Even if the tomb had not 
been ransacked, ic was improbable that any unusual valuables 
would be found. But historically speaking, discovery of the 
tomb was soil an important one. 

So far Aly had no chance to make his escape with our 
message to the outside world, and Murah’s patience was 
wearing thin. There bad been grumblings from the village 
elders about the white man’s “desecration,” and feeling 
about the three ^rl children still ran high. But finally the 
tomb opening was large enough for entrance, and chat day 1 
informed Murab that by a few hours after sundown the 
“gold and riches" would be his. 

Measuring the temperature every ten minutes, we waited 
till the beat of the day had cooled. During the day, tempera* 
cures m the desen valleys of Egypt reached an average of 
110 degrees, but after stmdown the temperature sinks very 
rapidly. Two hours after sundown the thermometer had 
dropped to 75 degrees. We wanted to efiect entrance when 
it re^ between 60 and 65 degrees. 

At last Allan gave the sign. Murah went forward quickly, 
but 1 shouted to him, “Wait! There are snakes and 
scorpions in the tomb. The Professor and 1 and two of the 
helpers will go in first, and then we will call you." Murah 
obeyed, and slowly, Allan going first, we made our way 
through the opening. With us we had a sbgle torch, which 
was half extinguished to minimize the destructive heat. 1 
had said chat thirty minutes after we had entered, the sheik 
and four of the Arab helpers might follow us. 

In the torch’s flickering light we could make out a huge, 
sarcophagus-like mummy*case in the middle of the narrow 
room. Next to it stood two alabaster jars, and four smaller 
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vases were scattered about on the floor. Ah these containers 
were empty, looted by the grave robbers. On the walls I 
could see some faded hieroglyphic designs; there were also 
wall paindngs depicting the glorious reign of Pharaoh Incef. 
The person mummified and entombed here must have been 
a man; there was no trace of a perfumed chest, the typical 
tomb ^fc for women. There was also no solar boat, the 
sign of a person of royal or noble blood. 

We examined the outer mummy case made of three>inch- 
thick day and bearing the painted designs of the nth 
Dynasty. looking for the case’s opening, we were so occu¬ 
pied with our work that I had forgotten the ihiny minutes 
had already passed. " El-dakab!” cried Murah from the 
opening. "The gold—where are the gold and predotia 
jewels?" 

"Soon," I shouted back. "We are still investigating.” 

Allan and I shivered m the ice^old air. Resuming our 
examination, wc found on the bottom of the mummy-case, 
under an engraving of the ankh, the hieroglyphs of the 
man who had been buried here some thousand years 
ago. His name was Reheme, and he had been the first 
scribe of the Pharaoh’s son. Not a man of noble birth, he 
had been important enough in his time to merit his own 
tomb. 

Allan and I and the two helpers removed the outer 
mummy-case, working cautiously so as not to break the 
fragile clay. Under it we found another case of wood, with 
a wooden mask of the scribe fastened to it with two copper 
nails. On the case in hiero^yphics was the story in brief of 
Reheme's life. 

Absorbed in our work, we had forgotten Murah and his 
impatience completely. Allan was muttering his hope that 
once the wooden case was removed we would find hieroglyphic 
papyruses, scriptures, and scrolls still decipherable after 
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four chousand years. In another hour we had remoYed the 
wooden case without once splintering the wood. What 
confronted us now was another wooden case, its geometrical 
designs symbolizing the path to be taken to the afterworld by 
the soul of the dead scribe. 

This case was lighter and took less labour to detach, and 
now we saw the mummy itself in its royal bandages. A 
gold ankh hung on a golden chain fastened to the binding. 
The head was unwrapped, the bony forehead shining in the 
torch light. The hair of the mummy’s temples was grey; 
his eyes were closed in the deep-sunken sockets. The lips 
still had a faint colour of red; the cheeks and chin, clean* 
shaven before mummiheation, looked like faded yellow 
parchment. Around the neck hung a necklace of golden 
beads, lapis lazuli, and emerald stones. 

There were tears in Allah’s eyes, and it was as if I heard 
from his closed lips a prayer to God asking forgiveness for 
disturbing the sleep of the dead. The torches trembled in 
the hands of the Arab helpers as they stood, staring. Time 
was stopped; it seemed as ^ugh the mummy had the power 
to wipe out the present and hold us, hypnotized, by the 
past. 

Suddenly one of the helpers screamed. I caught his torch 
as it fell; involuntarily 1 followed his finger as it pointed to 
the mummy. As Allan and I watched in fascination and not 
a little terror, slowly the mummy's head rose, and then his 
torso. The golden necklace fell with a clinking sound on 
his folded hands under their bandages as the mummy 
assumed, with terrible inevitability, a half-sitting position. 
From his lips came a kind of groaning. His dosed eyes 
stared. 

" Hakim I The ghost of the evil Hakim! ” screamed one 
of the Arab helpers. 

Shrieking with fear, the other helper cried, “ Allah 1 
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Mohanuued I Sare us! " and ran towards th^ tomb opening. 
Outside the sheik and the other Arab helpers had fled. I 
reached out and grasped Allan’s hand, and in the silent 
blackness we made our way £rom the tomb. 

Our respite was a brief one. One moment we were breath* 
ing the fresh night air of the desert; the next I felt something 
sharp and hard graze my cheek. A flung scone. Allan 
gasped with pain as another stone caught him above the knee. 
Now we heard the taunts of the villagers, shouting that wc 
had been in league with Satan to release the evil spirit of 
Hakim from the tomb. Crouching, I looked around for 
Aly in desperation. I prayed to God he had escaped in the 
hubbub, unseen by the villagers, to Aswan and the telegraph 
oMce. There was the sound of miming feet. Then flscs 
pounded against my head and chest. Allan and I fought 
back as well as we could: a good boxer, Allan knocked down 
quite a few of our attackers. But we were no match for the 
crowd of them; soon, our hands bound behind our backs, 
they were marching us back to the village with blows and 
curses. 

When we awoke the sun was high. Allan and I looked at 
one another’s bound hands rueft^y, and laughed. I was 
well aware that Murah could kill or torture us at will, and 
Allan knew it too; the flrst word# he said to me were, "For* 
give me, Paul. This is a sticky business.” 

I shrugged. "From now on it all depends on Aly.” 

"Let’s hope he got away in the confusion.” 

I tried to change the subject. "The mummy,” I said, 
" can you explain it? ” I had an explanation of my own, but 
preferred hearing Allan's first. 

" I think so. That tomb’s been hermetically sealed for at 
least four thousand years under tons and tons of sand. Air 
remaining in the chamber at the time of burial has become 
thinner and thinner over the centuries, until the oxygen has 
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practically disappeared, and the atmosphere £reezer*coId. 
When we opened the tomb we carefully covered the opening 
to prevent warm air from getting in. While we worked on 
the muininy<ases the air was still chin and cold, but by the 
time the mummy itself was uncovered, the atmosphere had 
become considerably warmed by the torches and by what 
fresh air had entered the comb through the opening. In 
contact with this warm air, the mummy’s bandages first con¬ 
tracted and then expanded, forcing it into a sitting position. 
Is that the way you see it? ” 

I agreed with Allan in every particular. 

After a while I got up, and moving to the cent flap, 
attempted to open it with my bound hands. A strong arm 
pushed me back. " Bring us something to eat and drink I " 
I shouted. 

I got no answer, hut a few moments later Murah entered 
the tent with four of his men with daggers at the ready. 
The sheik scowled at us. You have brought evil and bad 
luck to OUT village," be said. "Your servant has escaped 
with one of our best camels. I have not yet decided if your 
lives will be forfeit for the damage you have done, or what 
punishment you will suffer. But if you wish me to spare you, 
you must return to the comb and brmg me the gold necklace 
and ankk Mustafa, the helper, has told me of.*’ 

" Gladly,’* I said, trying to be as friendly as I could under 
the drcumatances. I made a manful effort to hide my 
elation at Aly’s escape, and said, "Before we re-enter the 
tomb the Professor and I must rest. We must eat and drink 
and regain our strength. How else can we face the spirit of 
Hakim?" 

Allan looked at me as if I were out of my mind, but with 
my eyes I cautioned silence. The only thing worth fighting 
for now was time. Murah was agreeable; food and water 
were brought to us and our bonds unded. 1 tried to engage 


MUMMY WHO ROSE FROM THE DEAD 187 

the guards in conTcrsaiion, but they were siient. Remem¬ 
bering that Murah in speaking to us had kept hia distance, 
and after leaving the tent had gargled from a bowl of water, 
I felt a certain sense of security; while we were still “ taboo” 
none of the Arabs would have the courage to touch us. much 
less prepare us for execudon. 

I explained to Allan that we were safe, at least for the 
moment. But if we were to prevent the sheik from sending 
us back to the tomb fox the valuable objects, and give Aly 
enough dmc to get to Aswan, we must simulate a sickness 
that made it impossible for us to walk. 

Twice a day food was brought to us and three dmes a day 
Murah came outside the tent to shout his questions about 
our current state of health. For three days we played our 
role as sick men, groaning at regular intervals. Late in the 
afternoon of the last day we heard commodon in the village. 
English voices I 

“Thank heavens,” I said. “ Aly got off the telegram.” 

A few minutes later we were sitting with the Inspector 
of the Egyptian Department of Antiquities, Mustafa el- 
Camel of Cairo, and the English captain who bad come 
to our rescue with a platoon of men. Murah had hidden 
his chagrin and served us the customary peace offering of 
coffee. 

When Allan and I, accompanied by the Inspector, entered 
the tomb again, the mummy was still sitting upright in his 
case. But another miracle had occurred. The gold anhk with 
chain and the necklace were missing. No Arab of the village 
would have dared to mvade the tomb to steal them. The 
thief’s identity remained a mystery. 

The Inspector congratulated Allan upon his discovery of 
Reheme’s tomb and made arrangements for the mummy 
and alabaster jars to be taken to Cairo’s Egyptian Museum. 
It was two years later that I discovered the ankh with its 


[88 DIGGIKC IK THE HOLY LAND 

golden chain in che shop of & Cairo dealer in aiiu<)ulde$. The 
mystery of the stolen necklace had the same simple and 
human explanation. Aly, before escaping to Aswan, had 
gone into the tomb and taken both ankh and necklace. That 
was why Allan never heard from him again. 



X 

The Four Gold Coins 


T ime Tiberias heat was oppresaive as I strolled to the 
shop of Mustafa, the goldsmith. The last time I had 
seen him was a year before, when I was vacationing in 
Tiberias and had found the ring of Julia Domna. My shirt 
was wet with perspiration as 1 entered Mustafa’s shop, and 
I waited impatiently for him to offer me the customary cup 
of coffee. He had changed little. His long beard was white, 
but his strong dark eyes sdll had the same sparkle. I did 
not know much about Mustafa—only that he had four wives 
and a couple of dozen children and grandchildren. He was 
well to do; his shop had flourished for over forty years. 
Bartering with him for what valuable objects be might have 
would not be easy. 

Our talk was personal. He wanted to know about my 
work, my family. I returned the compliment. Finally, 
after my third cup of coffee, when we had discussed his 
grandchildren and his pet. a profane parrot. 1 thought it time 
to come to the point. 

My eyes searched the little shop. '‘No new finds?" I 
asked, couching my question in the negative. 

“Nothing." 

“I don’t believe you, Mustafa, my old friend," I said. 
" Some of your fellahin must have brought you something.” 
He shook his head. His long-fingered, bony fingers 
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caressed his beard- “By Allah, my friend, I have found 
nothing, and heard of nothing that has been found.” 

I saw a certain light in his eyes and was certain he was 
lying. Perhaps there was nothing in his shop to show me, 
bat Mustafa had definitely heard of something that would 
be of interest to me. 

1 took some silver coins from my pocket and put them on 
his work'bench. 

“ For your grandchildren—for sweets,” I said. 

Must^ needed thanks and sipped his coffee. He did not 
speak for ten minutes. Then he said, “ My friend, have you 
ever been in Umm Qeis? ” 

" No,” I said. “ Why, has something been found there? ” 

“ There is a rumour,” Mustafa said casually. 

I came alert. Certainly, 1 thought, something important 
has happened in Umm Q«s- “What do you know of it? ” 
I asked with equal casualness. 

“ Nothing much. It is only village gossip. But a farmer 
of Umm Qeis ii rumoured to have found four gold coins. I 
do not know his name.” 

Umm Qeis was the ancient Gadara, where Julia Domna 
bad spent her years of exile. Gadara had been destroyed by 
Moslem invaders in the seventh century a.d., and its amphi¬ 
theatre, temples, and marble statues of the gods and goddesses 
smashed to ruins. If Mustafa’s information was correa, it 
was possible the four gold coins were from this period. Or 
perhaps they were from the time of Julia Domna herself. 

On the other band, I warned myself, the coins could be 
historically worthless. They were perhaps German, buried or 
lost during the World War I, when the Germans and Turks 
had fought in the Holy Land against the English. Or per¬ 
haps they were from the time of Napoleon, or only Turkish 
gold piastres, or Byzantine coinage. Seventeen hundred 
years had passed since Roman Gadara bad flourished. 


THE £'OVR GOLD COINS I9I 

Wa$ it really w essendal for me to follow in bloodhound 
fashion the sparse information Mustafa had given me? I 
had come » Tiberias for a week's peace and relaxation, 
nothing more. Yet now, like a bad detective, I was on the 
trail of something chat probably didn't exist. Why should 
I go to a remote village, into the rocky wilderness of the 
mountains of Gilead, in search of a Jordanian peasant whose 
name 1 did not even know? 

The clues I had were nebulous, but the relendess archaeolo¬ 
gist in me had accepted the challenge. 1 hastily packed my 
knapsack, and on my way to breakfast in the hotel, the words 
of my great teacher, Flinders Petrie, came to my mind: 
"Archaeologists are God’s greatest optimists/' 

Shortly after seven I was in the market-place, waiting for 
the Arab bus that would take me to Samakh, my first stop 
before Umm Qeis. In Samakh, the fishing and market 
town on the Sea of Galilee’s north shore, 1 would have to 
change buses. 

Samakh 1 have already described briefly in another chap¬ 
ter. When 1 arrived that morning it was the day of the 
weekly animal market, and the town was very much alive. 

I went to see my friend, the muktar Achmed, who had 
often been helpful in vouching for me when Arabs of the 
surrounding villages had been reluctant to give me their 
trust. Achmed was the only man I knew who cotild give 
me information about the farmers of Umm Qeis, and the 
best way of reaching the village. If luck were with me, 
Achmed might even provide me with an introduction to the 
village elder. 

When I told him what Mustafa had said, the muktar was 
dubious. He doubted that something of value had been 
found in Umm Qeis; if it had, he, the muktar of Samakh, 
wotild have known of it. 

He warned me that the forty or fifty natives of Umm Qeis 
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were proud, and suspidova of strangers. My friend,’’ ht 
$aid« “do Dot go there. It is a strenuous trip and the 
villagers axe hostile. Umm Qeis bdongs to Transjordan, 
and remember, it does not fall under the British mandate’s 
jurisdiction.'’ 

“Achmed,” 1 Mnilffd , “you should know me better than 
thaL I don’t scare easily: why should I fear the villagers 
at Umna Qeis?” 

We sipped the coffee Achmed’s fourteen-year-old son, Aly, 
bad served, and the muktar persisted in trying to sway me 
from my course. A gUmmer of understanding came to me 
suddenly. Acbmed wanted to be part of the deal. It seemed 
that four gold coins, imaginaiy or not, had a tremendous 
attraction, not only for me but for everyone to whom they 
were mentioned. When Achmed made his proposition, 1 
saw I was right. 

“Psul,” he began. ” Go back to your hotel in Tiberias. I 
will go to Umm Qeis and find this felUk. I will buy the 
coins, for I know the way to deal with the people of the 
mountains. Then 1 will come to Uberias and give them to 
you.” 

I laughed aloud. “No. my good friend,” I answered. 
"Should 1 have co buy the cmns from you. 1 would have 
to be a millionaire. However.” I said emphatically, "for 
any addidonal information you can gjve me I will pay 
your price. For example, what is the safest route co Umm 
Qeis?” 

“That would be too complicated for your ddfied mind,” 
he said, and dapped his hands, shouted for hii son Aly. 
“My boy will accompany you. He knows the way and he 
knows the people, and iar only small baksheesh I will lend 
him to you.” 

The boy could be very helpful; if he knew the people of 
the village, they would not regard me as a total stranger. 1 
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was also aware tliat, shoiild 1 track down the coins with Aly*s 
help, Achmed’s baksheesh would grow to respectable propor¬ 
tions. 

Aly, a bright and handsome boy, and I left an hour later. 
The bus brought us to El-Hammi, two millenniums ago the 
sice of a temple where Aphrodite was worshipped. Now £1- 
Hammi was a health resort whose sulphur springs gushed 
healing waters. Rich Arabs from nearby towns came there 
to cure their ills. It was the last scop. From here on we had 
to walk. 

I was pleased with Aly's company. He was both good- 
hearted and helpful, iiisisiing upon shouldering my knap¬ 
sack after we had lunched on goat's cheese and lemonade and 
were on our way towards the River Jarmuk. 

In the cypress forest we did not feel the heat of the day 
and made good time, but once we were in the open fields 
we were obliged to slow down. The sun bla 2 ed, and the hot 
sun burned through the soles of my shoes. I pitied Aly with 
hli bare feee. But che skin of his feet was so calloused that 
he did not fed the torturmg heat. Gradually the fields gave 
way to wild formations of rock. Here and there grew plants, 
cacti and thistles. We were nearing the river. 

When we reached the Jarmuk, I could see no bridge across 
the swollen waters. 

'^Aly," I said, "how are we to cross; there is no bridge. 
You led me the wrong way.” 

“ No, Chtrwadjak," he assured me. "There is an old man 
with a boat. He will bring us to the other side.” 

1 sh ielded my eyes with my hand in the blazing sun, but 
I could see no boat. 

Aly had sat down near the river under a ledge of rock. 
"Where is your boatman? ” I asked. 

"We must wait. If Allah is good to us the boatman will 
come before the day is over.” 

N 
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I was furious. I wasted to go co Umm Qeis, and I had no 
intention of wailing for hours on the edge of the Jarmuk. 

Aly smiled, showing his white teeth. “The day is still 
young. Rest, Chawadjah. It is cool here.** 

The boy's Oriental fatalism irriuted me extremely. I 
looked at my watch and saw it was after two o'clock. Unless 
the boatman game soon it would be dark before we reached 
the Tillage. 1 sat down next to Aly and saw he was already 
fast asleep. 

I, too, must have fallen asleep, for suddenly I felt a hand 
on my shoulder. Opening my eyes, 1 saw a very old Arab 
bending over me. 

“Axe you the boatman? " 1 asked, happy he had come at 
last. 

“lam the boatman." 

We jumped to our feeL " Where is your boat?" I asked. 

“ Boat?" he said. “1 never use it But follow me and I 
will show you how to reach (be other side." 

Off went my shoes and socks. We followed the old man 
across the river, jumping from sand-bar to rock and from 
rock to sand'bar until we had reached the bank opposite. 1 
was wet to the waist, but the sun dried me quickly. I 
rewarded our guide and he wished me luck. Allah's guidance, 
and the love of Mohammed. 

Aly quickly found the narrow donkey-path up the moun¬ 
tain, bordered by wild thistles and prickly cactus. He moved 
much faster than I. '* Hasten, Ckatpadjah,' he kept calling 
to me. “ Make haste." 

We climbed for more than two hours before we reached 
the rocky plateau above the village. Thirty feet below us 
stood the yellow-brown clay huts of Umm resting peace¬ 

fully under the setting sun. At the foothills of the mountain 
lay large stone blocks, remains of a Roman amphitheatre, 
now overgrown by grass and weeds. The difficulties of 
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climbing had made me forget my mission, but seeing these 
remnants of the amphitheatre, my purpose was refreshed. 
The blocks served to remind me Aat the past was still 
alive. 

Entering the village, we were immediately surrounded by 
a dozen Arab children, whose dark eyes looked at me with 
fear and curiosity. The village dozed in the late afternoon. 
The main street leading through ic was dusty and dirty; the 
doors and windows closed. 

I talked to the children, trying co make friends, but they 
were too shy to answer. Never before had they seen a 
European. The few women who came out of the houses 
were heavily veiled, for I was a man and a stranger. Like 
worried hens they gathered their children and shooed them 
away. 

I regretted my hurried departure from Tiberias, for in my 
haste I had not changed from Western clothes to a gallahiyya 
and kufia (head-dress): my Arab garments. The atmosphere 
was strange, so strange that even little Aly looked at me as 
though he too found this man extraordinary. 

In my best Arabic I asked one of the women to lead me to 
the village elder. My pronunciation must have been 
amusing, for she laughed, and I felt easier. I opened my 
knapsa^ and handed out to the children still surrounding 
me my secret ammunition: sweets and candies. Led by the 
chanering women and children, I found myself at the hut 
of the elder of Umm Qeis. 

The elder, a proud Moslem, recited from the Koran all the 
phrases of welcome for an unbeliever- The courtyard was 
clean and I heard women's voices in the background as the 
coffee was served. Aly, who knew the elder, introduced me 
formally to the old Arab. He told him I was an old friend 
of his father, the muktar; that I had the honesty of a newborn 
camel and the riches of a man from the dty. 
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The elder opened his toothless mouth in a wide grin. 
** Welcome to mj bouse, O friend of Achmed the mvktar of 
Samakh.” 

1 crossed my arms and replied. “ It will be an honour to 
be your friend.'* 

As I cold the elder the purpose of my virit to Umm Qo$. 
1 saw doubt in his face. 

Leaning forward eamesdy, he pointed to his heart. 
" Believe me, if someone in my village had found gold coins 
1 would have known of it" 

I listened carefully to what he went on to say. as the elder 
swore roundly that be knew nothing of the matter. Compli- 
menting him on his authority and wisdom. 1 asked for the 
name of the peasant: not once had the elder mentioned 
the name of Mohammed or Allah in his oaths and protesta* 
dons, and I knew be was lying. 

I decided to gamble. I reached for my briefcase and 
casually opened my wallet 10 that be could see the pound 
notes witto. I sipped my coffee, pring the old man time 
to make up his mind. By now be must have realized that 
I was a sharp trader too. After a long silence he began to 
tell me that he remembered vaguely that a long time ago 
one of the fellahin bad found a clay jar. This was all he 
could remember. 

I puc my cup on the ground, and looked straight into his 
eyes. '* Half a pound for the name of the peasant." I said. 

"What is half a pound for the knowledge of a man’s name? 
A man's name is sacred. You are weal^y man, the friend 
of a muktar.** He launched into a redtal of the misery of 
his life. "The crop last year was bad. the jackals laid waste 
to half my fields, the cameb are too high in price and they 
are eating coo much. My women are old now and 1 wait 
only for the pleasure of heaven, for by Allah." he sighed, 
" 1 have no money to buy a new wife.** 
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I shook mj head in comnmeradon» and doubled my 
offer. 

"One pound," I said. The old man took up his lamen* 
tations again, his voice oily and pious. He stretched his arms 
towards Mecca. 

" Why does Allah punish me so hard? " he wailed. " My 
information is surely worth two pounds to a decent man 
from Jerusalem. Oh Allah, do not shorten the years of my 
lifel” 

I couldn't help laughing. I wanted his information des* 
perately, but my good name as a trader among the Arabs 
would have been compromised had I accepted his terms 
without a fight. And did he really know the name of the 
fellah} Did such a man exist, or was 1 wasting my hard- 
earned money? 

" One pound or nothing," I said sharply. 

My tone convinced the elder that this was my last offer, 
and he accepted it. The name of the fellah was Salim, he 
told me. At this time of day Salim was still at work in his 
field, and I would have to wait until nightfall to see him. 
This meant I had to spend the night in Umm Qeis, and I 
arranged for Aly and me to sleep in the elder’s courtyard in 
my blankets and pup-tent. For the elder’s hospitality I was 
obliged to give him another two shilUngs, but he addressed 
me now as Ackuya, his brother. 

Salim’s day hut, towards the middle of the village, was 
small and uncared-for. The village gossip had already 
reached his ears; I was greeted with sullen indifference. Two 
work-worn women well over thirty-five, dressed in cheap blue 
serge, were busy over the hut's open fire. Half-filled sacks 
of grain leaned against the broken plastered walls. A few 
hungry chickens scratched for stray grains. Salim, a man 
of forty-five, sturdy, with a pock-marked face and shrewd 
eyes under a low forehead, was sharpening a scythe. 
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I Stood &nd waited, but no one paid me the slightest attec- 
tioD. Finally Salim threw down his scythe and said, “ 1£ you 
are looking for something people say 1 have found, 1 am not 
the man.” 

He turned back to his woHl The man was afraid, but of 
what? Ignoring his statement, I said. “Mustafa in Tiberias 
would give you only the worth of your gold, but 1 would ^ve 
you so mucfk more that you could buy new cloches for both 
your wives.” 

Unimpressed, Salim did not answer. 1 was dred of stand¬ 
ing and asked Salim’s permission to sit on the ground. He 
nodded his head, his sharp eyes blinking at me. " Do as you 
wish, but I have nothing to sell to you.” 

From time to time ^e two women turned to look at me. 
Carefully I calculated my oert step. You can trade or barter 
with an Arab only if he is willing to do the same, and Salim 
showed complete indifierence. I repeated what I had said 
before, this dme raising my vmce when 1 mentioned the new 
clothes for his wives. Perhaps his women could persuade 
him. The result of my strategy was that Salim sent the 
women to their quarters. 

After a while I lit a cigarette. 

"Ushfab, Salim,” I said, inviting him to smoke. To my 
surprise he responded. He accepted a dgaiette and sat down 
betide me. Ac last he seemed willing to listen. 

” Mustafa,” I said, ” would not have told me to make such 
a long crip unless for good reason.” 

"Must^a is a liar,” Salim said comfoiubly. “He knows 
nothing of what I have found.” 

” Ah, then you have found something.” 

In silence we puffed on our cigarettes. 

” Are you really from Jemsal^ and not from Amman? ” 
he asked me. ” Are you not sent by the Transjordan govern- 
meoc?” It was true that the Transjordanian as well as 
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Other Middle Eastern governments sent out inspectors of 
antiquities who relieved farmers of their archaeological 
finds. 

“By Allah, no( ” I said emphatically. have nothing 
to do with your Transjordan government. I am from Jeru* 
Salem. I am an archaeologist, a man who searches for relics 
of the past. I am not here to spy on you and take the coins 
away. I wiE buy them.” 

To substantiate my words 1 produced my credentials, but 
Salim was illiterate and could not read. So I showed him 
pictures of my wife arid son posed before an Egyptian tomb, 
and for the first time his pock-marked face sniiled. The 
game of barter had turned in my favour. 

"I"I1 give you a good price If the coins arc what I think 
they are,” I said. “Show them to me.” 

“ I will not sell them. I will only trade them.” 

“ What would you like in exchange? ” 

Salim considered. “ A camel four years old.” 

It would cost me eight Palestinian potinds for a camel. 
The price was worth it. I said: "It’s a deal, Salim." Our 
handshake followed. 

"Now, let me see the coins," I said. 

He smiled. " Have I seen the camel? " 

Reluctantly I agreed to the blind bargain. The details 
were arranged. In eight days I was to return to Salim's 
courtyard with the camel, and with many salaams we 
parted. 

I returned to the elder’s courtyard, where Aly waited for 
me. A good day’s work had been done. During my lengthy 
conversation, Aly had been busy telling fantastic talcs about 
me to the boys of the village. My reputation was made. 
The elder's eyes widened when I told him of the transacdon; 
to him it was tremendous. 

“A camel) " he cried. "A camel costa a great deal of 
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money. You mu$t be rich, Chawadjah.” If he h&d only 
known how large a proportioD of my monthly paycheque the 
camel repreeenced, and bow poorly my wife in Jerusalem 
would take my extravagance I 

Reaching the Jarmuk on our way back the next morning, 
we did not wait for the guide, but, remembering the way 
across, got to the other bank safely. In Samakh I gave the 
mukiar baksheesh for Aly's help, and the boy some silver 
coins for himself. The animal market was closed, and I 
would have to wait another six days before it opened 
again. 

In Jerusalem my friends were sceptical about the bargain 
with Salirn. " You know how Arabs arc," they said. " You 
can*c trust them." 

But I persisted in feeling that even the seducdve atmos¬ 
phere of Umm Qeis with iu amphitheatre ruins bad failed 
to cloud my judgment My methods might be unorthodox, 
but I would continue to invest in intuidoo. Only a few 
months before I had rejected an offer to the Oriental 
Research Insdcute in Jerusalem. The offer was sound finan¬ 
cially, but it wotild have prevented my doing research and 
excavation on my own. I refused to become a bookworm 
like most of my colleagues, researching so minutely and 
systemadcally that, before the first shovel sank into the earth 
of a ruin or a tomb, the prospective find was already known 
and classified. This was not my way. 1 felt that Salim’s 
handshake was a firm link to the past, and I kept on believing 
in him. 

Five days later I was in Samakh again, banering for the 
best camel four-year-old I could find. I bought a proud and 
spirited animal whose name was Bala, who braved as 
though she knew I was only her temporary master. 

Aly and I made the trip to El-Hammi in under three hours. 
But when we came to the Jarmuk, Bala, afraid of the water, 
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turned stubborn. Aly danced and clowned to please ber, 
but Bala was not intrigued. Finally we had to beat the 
aninial across to the opposite bank. As we went up the 
mountain Bala developed a tremendous hunger, stopping at 
every thistle and bush. Half way up she decided judidoualy 
upon an extended nap. 

I knew we had to hurry if we expected to reach Umm 
Qeis before nightfall. Al/s efforts to make Bala rise were 
crowned with failure. But then he had an idea, and began 
CO pray into her hairy ear- The word “Allah” seemed 
to have a tremendous effect upon the camel. She rose 
with dignity, and from that point onward gave us no 
trouble. 

Arriving in Umm Qeis, I went directly to Salim’s house. I 
was proud; I had kept my promise. Today was the day we 
had agreed upon. Soon I would hold the four gold coins in 
my hand. But the Arab’s reception was dlKoncerting. He 
mumbled the customary welcome and hardly glanced at 
Bala. 

“I brought your fourtyear*old,” 1 said. “She is a good 
animal. Be good to her and she will serve you faithfully.” 

Salim grimaced wryly. I was angry; I had brought the 
price he had demanded and was unwelcome in his house. 

" Salim/’ I said sternly. “ let us close our deal." 

He shrugged. 

"A deal is a deal! ” I shouted. "Take your camel and 
give me my coins I ” 

He shifted his feet; his eyes avoided mine as he said, 
" Chawadjak, there is something I must tell you. By Allah, 
it is not that I do not wish to keep my word. But only once 
in a lifetime does Allah send a poor fellah such a gift. I 
have prayed for guidance, but what Is a camel against four 
such gold coins? ’’ 

So that was it. Salim had been corrupted, perhaps by the 
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vilkge elder. He wanted more money from me. So far my 
friends had been discouragingly righL I ahould never have 
started the whole business. 

Salim/' I said, with a sinking heart, you are a man of 
faith. You believe in Allah and m Mohammed, and you 
cannot break your word. It was not a umple matter for me 
to buy the camel and biing it to Umm Qeis. I have kept 
my part of the bargain and will accept no excuses from 
you." 

'"Chawatijah/' Salim began hit litany, “only once in a 

lifetime does a man-" but I intemipted him. “You are 

wrong," I said. “There arc many momenu in a man's life¬ 
time. Perhaps tomorrow, perhaps a year from now, Allah 
will send you another jar with g^ coins." 

“ That is impossible. I have dug in ray fields everywhere, 
but there is no ocher jar." 

I was determined not to ^ve in. Furious. I demanded the 
gold coins. Salim must hare sensed my firmness of purpose, 
for be came quickly to the pdnt. 

“Please, Chtnfodjah, do not shout to. It is not that I 
dislike the camel. But I do not really need her. I would 
like CO exchange her for a good cow and three mother sheep. 
Then, by AUab. I swear I will give you the c^s." 

“You should have thought ^ this before. I contracted 
to bring you a camel." 

We entered into a competidon of silence. For half an hour 
we stared at the ground, saying nothing. Finally Salim 
said, “ Come, I will show you something." 

He led me outside to the courtyard and to his small stable. 
Opening the wooden door, he showed me a wril*fed donkey. 

“With my two wives, be is strong enough to plough 
the land. Therefore you see, ChaoMdjah, I need no 
camel." 

Should I leave, and renounce the coiiis, taking Bala with 
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me y Salim was watching me carefully, Finally I said, " If 
I exchange the camel for a cow and sheep then you must 
show me the coins. I will not make another blind bargain 
with you.” 

His forehead wrinkled in thought. 

” No,” he said, " that I cannot do " 

"Then we have no bargain! ” I shouted. Undoubtedly 
the coins were worthless. Still—>and I ground my teeth at 
ray uncenainty—I couldn't be entirely sure; Salim him¬ 
self had no accurate way of assessing the coins' value. I 
said: " Then at lease let me see the jar In which you found 
them.” 

He looked at me, puzzled, but without argument went 
inside bis house and brought out a small clay jar, about 
three and a half inches high. The jar was in excellent con¬ 
dition, and 1 saw with excitement chat its string design was 
typical of the late Roman periods of Antoninus Pius, Septi¬ 
mus Severus, and Julia Domna. When I moistened the jar 
with a little water it dried instantly, proof it was genuine 
and no copy by an Umm Qeis potter. My doubts were 
gone. The coins Salim had found inside the jar must be 
Roman. 

Seeing I was pleased with the jar he said, with the gesture 
of a nobleman, " Ic is yours—take it.” 

We sealed oui second bargain. 

In Samakh the next morning the animal market had not 
yet opened, but I found Bala's former owner sitting in a side- 
street coffee-house. 

" Your camel,” I said, ” is a good one, but I must exchange 
it for a cow and three female sheep ” 

The Arab looked at me shrewdly. ”I cannot take the 
camel back. It is sold. But I have a very good cow and also 
sheep that I could sell to you ” 

Aly and I tried to sell Bala elsewhere. But we found no 
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customers in Samakh. Poor Bala had become absolutely 
worthless on her journey to and from Umm Qeis. I bought 
fodder and paid for a stall in the stable, and the next morning 
was forced to sell the camel for leas than a quarter of what I 
had paid for her. Aly negotiated with a dealer for a cow 
and sheep, and we started back to the Tillage. 

The cow swam tractably enough across the Jarmuk, but 
we had to cany the she^ in our arms. Climbing the moun- 
tain, the trip this time was less onerous. I knew Salim would 
keep his bargain, and 1 would see my coins at last. 

\^en our procession entered the village the children of 
Umm Qeis surrounded us, shouting and laughing, and I 
cook this as a good omen. Salim did not await us in his 
courtyard but ran towards me, waving his arms and crying 
aloud. He examined the animals and, well satisfied, 
embraced roe. Then he ran back into the house, and when 
he returned 1 saw gold glitter in the palm of his hand. 

I could hardly repress my eagerness to see the coins, but 
Salim kept his fist closed upon them. 

"You are my brother,'’ be said. "You are a good man 
and can help me." 

1 sighed. What did the man want of me now? 

"Have you seen my two wives? " he asked. I nodded. 
" They are no good," he muttered. Oh no. I wondered fear¬ 
fully; he could DOC want to sell them to me. 

"I am still a young man, yet I have no son. My two 
women are useless for breeding. You are an understanding 
man. \^^th your help I could be the father of a son." 

I looked at hjrT^ , bewildered. 

" There is a village not far from here," he said. " Ibrahim 
lives there with a healthy fourteen-year-old daughter. She 
could be the mother of my son. Achuya, Ibrahim asks 
ooly mght pounds for the girl. 1 have six. Lead me two 
pounds." 
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1 laughed. So that was what he wanted. 

I snuled. “Lei me see the coins first” 

He opened his fist slowly, and one by one gave me the 
coins. 

They were four perfect Roman gold coins in practically 
mint condition. On the face of the first was stamped the 
head of Antoninus Plus; on the second, that of his son, 
Septimus Severus; on the third, that of his wife, Julia Domna, 
who had been in exile in Umm Qeis when it was soil Gadara, 
and whose sealstone ring I had found at the bottom of the 
Sea of Galilee. 

I examined the fourth coin and could hardly believe my 
eyea. It was that of the Emperor Caracalla, her son. The 
reverse side bore four figurines chat represented the four 
seasons. 1 knew that Caracalla in a.d. 114 had instructed his 
mint^master to design the felicia tempora, which he gave as 
medals to his most trusted friends. Only one felicia tempora 
had ever been found, and it was now in the private collection 
of the British Royal Family. 

I clapped Salim on the shoulder. “You are still a strong 
man,” I said, " and must become the father of a son.” 

I thought Salim's two wives would be disturbed to hear of 
his impending marriage, but on the contrary they shared 
their husband’s joy. A fire was lit in the courtyard and 
we had our meal together. The elder who had led me 
CO Salim joined us. I promised to send him a gift from 
Jerusalem. 

Salim and I left the next morning to Faralla, the village of 
Ibrahim, and I served as wimess for the Moslem marriage 
contract. I gave Salim three pounds more for the promise 
chat if he became the father of a son I would be the child’s 
godfather. The marriage was set for the following week, but 
buriness in Jerusalem prevented my attending. 

Among my colleagues the discovery of the Roman coins. 
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worth a current $ 4 , 000 , created a sensatioii. I got weary o£ 
telling the story of Salim and Umm Qds. 

A year later I received a letter from Mustafa, the goldsmith 
of Tiberias. He cold me that Salim was the father of a son. 
He had named the boy Dahab Ibn Salim, which means 
“Gtdd, the son of Salim.” 


XI 

The Stojy Ragah 


O UTSIDE Jerusalem> between Gethsemane and the 
Mount of Olives, lies the Valley of Hinnom, Ge> 
Hinnom. For me Ge-Hinnom had more of the atmos¬ 
phere of ancient times than most other places in Jerusalem. 
It was a lovely spot and, escaping from my work and studies 
in the dty, 1 would take long walks in the narrow valley filled 
with Cyprus and oleanders. Centuries-old tombstones dotted 
the ground; the monument to Absalom and the granite and 
marble family burial places, dating back to the time of the 
Maccabees and the Roman occupation of Jerusalem, were my 
special interest. 

The Valley itself had now no particular archaeological 
significance, for heavy excavation work had already been 
carried out and every tombstone, neaopolis, and ruin was 
known, researched, and written about. But the Valley's his¬ 
torical importance was considerable. During the course of 
history many invading armies had encamped here while 
besieging Jerusalem, among them the Babylonians of 
Nebuchadnezzar and the Romans of Vespasian and Titus. 
Here the Maccabeans had secretly stored their weapons, and 
the Hebrew Zealots trained for guerilla warfare against the 
Roman oppressors. 

At the Valley's end were the ruins of the huts where the 
lepers had lived, well isolated from the pulsating life of the 
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dry. Not far from the lepers* huts were the lombs of those 
slaughtered by the Roman child king, Elagabalxis- The 
Valley was full of reminders of the follies and glories of the 
past 

Here 1 could dream and relive history. In a way I thought 
of it as my secret place, and certainly 1 had never considered 
it in professional terms. 

During the days following my discovery of the glassware 
at Cana. I sought seduslon in Ge^Hionom for still another 
reason. The Cana finds had involved me in a disturbing 
controversy. It had been impossible for me to prevent any 
of the widespread religious "deductions" that had followed 
the Cana expedition. Yet, while I had never myself linked 
the Cana fiiids with any specific religious event, for me they 
were more than archaeological objects. They had the lure 
of the Bible. They were from the time of Christ, found in a 
two>thousaad-year-old bouse in a village described in the 
Gospels as a place where a miracle bad performed. Was 
it not possible they were some kind of revelation from the 
past? Had I not gone to Cana on the kind of hunch that 
rarely failed me? Though I had found no rational answers 
CO these questions I believed that answers existed, and no 
amount of sceptical scoffing could persuade me diffierently. 
The only concession 1 made to the doubters was to keep my 
silence as they aired their disbelief. 

In the first few weeks after returning from Cana I was at 
the Valley often. Villages for miles around sent their sheep 
to graze there, and almost daily I would see the flocks, each 
in the care of an aged shepherd, These old men received 
small pay for their work and a percentage of the lambs bom 
yearly. It was an andeni profession, one passed down from 
father to son. 

I came to know these shepherds, and often wc sat together 
and talked. The best grassland was in the southern outskirts 
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of the Valley not fax from the Gardens of Gcthsemane and, 
sitting there with my friends, I could see to the left the sky¬ 
line of Jerusalem, dominated by the shining cupola of the 
Mosque of Omar on Mount Moriah. To the right were the 
slopes of the Mount of Olives, now cultivated in terraces for 
the growing of wine grapes, but once proud with the palaces 
and villas ^ the high priests, keepers of the temple, Roman 
patricians, and noble Hebrews. Mary Magdalene's villa 
had once stood there, and the summer house of Pontius 
Pilate. 

The old shepherd knew a great deal about the Valley, and 
cold me stories never written and events never recorded. 
Pious Moslems devoted to the Koran and the teaching of 
Mohammed, the Valley was their entire world. As the grass 
grew each spring, as long as their sheep were healthy and 
their lambs bom in suiHcient number, they had no worries. 
Their attitudes, their way of thinking and talking, reflected 
what their life's work taught them, and it seemed that 
between these shepherds and their flocks existed a kind of 
intuitive understanding. Both belonged to the landscape: 
missing either, an essential part of it would have been 
lost. 

One day in the Valley, walking on the southern slope of 
the Motmt of Olives, my eye fell idly upon a walled rock- 
formation descending from the Mount directly into the 
Valley, This formation, about three hundred yards long, 
was known for its cave tombs that had already been excava¬ 
ted. During the reign of Herod Aniipas and the Roman 
govemorihip of Judea, the caves had been the burial place 
for those who had revolted against and been crucified by the 
Judean Roman authorities. Bui not only these rebels were 
buried here; the caves had been used as a local cemetery for 
the last few hundred years, sealed simply by rolling a heavy 
rock or stone before the opening. 
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Approaching closer to the rock formation, I noticed a 
stone, half hidden hy shrubbery, which I thought might be 
the entrance to a cave. Pushing aside the shrubbery, I care¬ 
fully examined the stone, which appeared to be part of the 
natural rock. 1 went over the stone inch by inch with my mag¬ 
nifying glass, and found, at one side, earth with grass growing 
sparsely from it. 1 scratched the earth away with my pocket- 
knife, and the blade, suddenly meeting no resistance, plunged 
in to the hilt. I was puzzled. I looked for a long twig to 
insen in the opening, but those I found were too thick. Then 
1 had an idea. I took a page from my notebook, folding ic 
carefully, and Inserdng it into the crack. It penetrated to 
its entire length, about five inches, without interference. 

1 was convinced now that the scone, about two feet wide 
and three feet high, was not part of the natural rock but had 
been rolled here by human hands. During a period of almost 
two thousand years it had undoubtedly become cemented to 
the rock formadon. 

Twilight had fallen in the valley. I took my flashlight and 
trained iu beam over the scone's surface, searching for an 
ancient tomb inscription. Very often on such stones the 
names of the buried were chiselled either in Aramaic or 
Hebrew lettering. There were many indentations, and one 
—not more than two inches in diameter—I thought might 
be man-made. But the light was too bad for me to come to 
any definite conclusion. 1 took another sheet from my note¬ 
book, wet it with my tongue and pressed it against the inden¬ 
tations, waiting until the paper clearly bore their impress. 
Without question, the lines were the formation of the 
ancient Hebrew letter R$sh, comparable to the Latin letter 
R. Feeling further with my fingertips, I thought I detected 
ocher illegible letters worn away by time. 

1 scraped away with my podii-knife into the opening, but 
centuries of dust had loied the rock into the hillside, and 
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my efforts to dislodge it were futile. Then I had another 
idea. 1 wrote my name and the date on another piece of 
paper, folded it, and inserted it into the opening- My car to 
the slit, I listened to determine how long it took the paper to 
fall. Perhaps a second had passed before I heard the paper 
strike the ground. Now I was certain 1 had discoTtred a 
tomb, and like a dog I sniffed at the opening to see if 1 could 
detect a tomb’s peculiar mould and cinnamon odour. 

But without the proper tools I could do nothing, and before 
excavating further I was obliged to report the tomb to the 
Department of Antiquities; the endre valley was, so far as 
archaeological research was concerned, under their jurisdlc* 
don. Perhaps I would be able to return the next day with 
helpers and the proper authoriaadon to excavate. 

Next morning at the Monastery of St, Anne 1 told Father 
Fleurant of my discovery. Together we went to the Rocke¬ 
feller Museum to Dr. R. W. Hamilton, Hamilton, though 
an old friend, was an inveterate scepdc when it came to my 
enthusiasdc discoveries. 

"Ids quite impossible that you have found a tomb here," 
he told me. " Everything in the area has been registered and 
catalogued for more than sixty years. I doubt very much 
that you have found something missed by every other 
archaeologist before you.” 

"But, Rick,” I protested, "there’s absolutely no doubt I 
ask only for your permission to remove the stone blocking 
the cave entrance,” 

Hamilton regarded me with quizzical amusement. " Well, 
since 1 can’t believe there’s anything there, lo^cally I can 
hardly withhold permission to you to look for it. Granted.” 

The next morning I returned to Ge-Hinnom with two of 
my Domido seminar students and three personal friends, 
among them Father Fleurant. Under my direcdon we 
began the long and wearing work of removing the stone 
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before the cave. Gripping it firmly, all six of us pulled with 
all our might, but the stone refused to bu<^e. We drove 
spikes into it, tied rope around them, and pulled again. Still 
no success. We shovelled to remove dirt and earth from 
around the stone, and I asked my students to drive crowbars 
into the mountainside along the stone’s edge. 

We pulled and tugged, slipped, groaning and puffing. We 
were about to scop for a rest when the stone began to move. 
As we worked with renewed strength the scone for the first 
time in centuries slipped slowly from its niche. 

There was now a gaping hole in the mountainside where 
the stone had lain. I paused triumphantly, but then we 
heard a pattering sound, like that of ram, and in a matter 
of seconds the tnounuin gravel had avalanched and filled in 
the hole completely. 

“ The shovels! ” I shouted. 

like madmen we flew at the fresh din. Each shovelful 
we removed was replaced by new dirt aliding from the roof 
of the cavity. But. angry and sweating and furious. I refused 
to give in. 

I realized the hole would have to be braced as we dug it. 
We did so with thick branches from the nearby trees, and 
at last the roof began to hold. Two hours later we had 
enlarged the opening until it was big enough for a man to 
crawl through. The others stepped aside; now was my 
moment of discovery. 

Dropping to my knees, I looked Inside the cave. My body 
blocked the fading sunlight, and the interior was too dark 
for me to sec anything within. I searched for my flashlight, 
conscious of the risk of snakes and scorpions. I had crawled 
halfway inside the cave when my hand touched the scattered 
bones of a skeleton. I immediately moved to one side and 
switched on my flashlight. Now I could sec the cave was low 
but fairly long. I knocked my head against the shallow 
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ceiling, and loose dire poured down my neck in a steady 
stream. 

I crawled closer to the skeleton. Centuries of ants had 
eaten the bones dry, and as I touched them the remnants of 
garment crumbled to dust. My flashlight revealed a saap 
of withered cork, the remnants of sandals, typical footwear 
of the people of Jerusalem during the Roman occupation. 
The sandals told me the tomb was at least nineteen hundred 
years old. But there were no tear glasses, no pottery vessels, 
no necklaces. 

The dim light did not allow me to determine whether the 
skeleton was that of a male or that of the more delicately 
boned female. I asked my friends to bind rope around my 
feet so that 1 might be pulled out quickly if the cave celling 
collapsed, and went deeper into the cavern. 

A few feet farther in I found the skull. It was when I was 
playing my flashlight over the dirt and sand of the area in 
which the skull had lain that I found them: two large gold 
earrings two inches long and in the shape of elongated ovals. 
They were of magnificent composition and design, and I 
quickly identified them ai Roman«Etru8can, of the first 
century a.d. 

When I left the cave the earrings were hidden deep in my 
pocket. In the blinding sunlight I saw that a number of 
natives had gathered to watch our work- It was dme now to 
close the comb. To replace the stone was too big an under* 
taking, and I thought it wise immediately to inform the 
Department of Andquiuea, and ask them to send workmen 
to do the job. Father Fleurant went to the nearest telephone 
while I rested in the shade. 

A few minutes later the Father dropped to my side. He 
smiled at me. “ Tell me. did you really find nothing in the 
tomb? " 

I could hold back my secret no longer. I whispered 
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to him,] found a pair of gold earrings so magnificent chat 
that I have never seen their like before ( ” 

When the Department workers arrived we returned to the 
city. I called Hamilton and promised him a full report. 
He was pleased about the earrings. 1 knew 1 would have a 
hard tune keeping them, but with Hamilton on my side 1 
stood a good chance. 

1 studied my find before my friends arrived that evening. 
The earrings' oval shape represented women’s breasts and 
symbolized fertility; the duster of grapes at their fianges 
represented riches and nobility. They could have been worn 
only by a Koman or Hebrew noblewoman of the first century. 
Why, then, had their owner been buried in a cave in the 
Valley of Ge-Hinnom, reserved for the political and criminal 
outcasts of Roman sodety? 

Lovingly mounted by my wife on a piece of black velvet, 
the earrings looked extraordinarily beautiful. The last of 
their admirers to arrive was Father Fleurant, bis white beard 
neatly combed. Commenting on the earrings he said, The 
bruul time of Pontius Pilate comes alive in them,” and we 
all nodded in silent agreement. Though we debated for 
some time the identity of their original owner, none of us 
came up with a solution. 

In the next few days I received permission from Hamilton 
to keep the earrings, The tomb and skeleton, which was 
identified as female, became the property of the Department 
of Andquities. The stone that had sealed the cave entrance 
was transported to the cellar of the Museum and itt faded 
indentadons were definitely identified as a word beginning 
with the letter i?. 

Weeks passed. 1 was busy with research work for a Euro¬ 
pean university. One evening, over a month later. Father 
Fleuxant came to see me, carrying a bulky volume imder 
his arm. Its parchment pages in Latin script were yellow 
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with age- A chronicle from the year of 1427, he had found 
it in his library among the old folios. The book had been 
written at the same time as the Gesta Romanorum, the 
famous Latin storybook. In it Fleurant had found a legend 
told to the andent writer by Christian pilgrims who had 
visited the Christian shrines of the Holy Land in the time of 
Christ. 

"'Wasn’t the letter on the andent stone a ” he asked 
me. 

I nodded. 

He smiled- " Then let me read to you the story of Ragah." 

And here is the legend from the old chronide subsianually 
as Father Fleurant read it to me, retold in modem narrative 
style, based on the notes 1 made from the original book. 

Poverty, misery, and hate overshadowed the land. From 
Jerusalem to Beer-sheba and from Sidon to Damascus, the 
people were held in slavery. Their children had been carried 
away to be servants of the conquerors, or to die young from 
the labours of unloading ships from the West, or building the 
vast viaducts. Rome was without mercy, its leaders piciless- 
Roman ligionnaires with their short swords were everywhere 
at a word, ready to kill. Rome needed money for these 
troops, and to provide it the people of Judea, Galilee, and 
Sidon were bled white with taxes. Oppression bred hate and 
hatred divided the people. No one knew who was friend or 
foe- 

And there was one man who was feared and hated above 
all others. Pontius Pilate, Procurator of Judea. 

There was unrest in Jerusalem, in Bethsaida, in the villages 
of the mountains, in the cities, the plains, in Galilee, and in 
the coastal towns. Secret groups had formed in all these, 
but they were poorly organized and divided by religion and 
tradition, for not only the Hebrews of Judea were under the 
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lieel of Rome, but also the people of Sidon and other cities 
where the Greek gods were sdll worshipped. 

With Roman ears everywhere, the people were afraid to 
talk openly of their hatred. Spies lurked in the temple in 
Jerusalem and in the temples of the Greek gods, and when 
the people prayed they did so in whispers. Though the 
underground movement grew from day to day, it had few 
weapons. Nor could the hungry fight Rome’s well-fed legion- 
naires. Only one weapon could be used with any effectiveness 
—assassination. And Pilate was the man marked for it 
above all others. 

The handful of leaders of the Sidonian underground met 
each month in the Temple of Aphrodite to work out their 
plans for his murder. Each month the plans were changed. 
Pilate, his palace at Caesarea surrounded by an army of 
guards, was well protected. Any attempt to penetrate the 
palace guard would have been suicide. Though the Sidonians 
were prepared to die for their freedom, they knew that reck¬ 
less daring was for fools. 

One day a spy, returning from Jerusalem, reported that 
Pilate would go to Jerusalem for ^e high holidays of the 
Hebrews without taking his full guard with him. 

The leader of the underground knew this was an oppor¬ 
tunity he could not lose. There were many volunteers 
among the conspirators for a deed they felt would ignite a 
world-wide revolt against the Romans, but Verna, high 
priestess of (he temple of Aphrodite, said the task was one 
for a woman. 

The men regarded her doubtfully. 

“Many festivities will he held at the palace during Pilate's 
Slay in Jerusalem,** said the high priestess. Hlate is a man 
with a lust for life. He wants dancing and feasting. Though 
his guests will be saeened carefully, the entertainers should 
be free to come and go without hindrance. There are forty 
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dandng priestesses in the temple. They are all lovely; thdr 
art should enchant any man. Any one ot them would be 
honoured to kill Pilate.*' 

Excitement swelled through the room. Should the Sido- 
mans send entertainers to Pilate's fesdviries, such a gesture 
would be considered a friendly act. Perhaps the strict Roman 
surveillance in Sidon would be relaxed enough after the 
assassination so that sabotage might begin. The project's 
good and bad points were discussed and re'discussed by the 
men. If the priestess who was chosen danced like a goddess 
before Pilate’s g;uests, then surely Pilate would want her to 
entertain him privately in his chambers. A few moments 
alone with him would be enough for the assassin to plimge 
her dagger into his heart. 

It is almost time for the priestesses to dance their evening 
worship to Aphrodite," said Verna. ‘‘Watch with me from 
the high altar." 

Inside the temple eunuchs lit the torches which hung on 
the marble columns. On the altar oil lamps glowed. Young 
postulants standing in the shadows held aloft bowls of bum* 
ing incense. Sprigs of myrtle were placed on the altar steps, 
and the rose petals and golden apples sacred to Aphrodite. 

A gong sounded. Silk curtains opened on the sides of the 
vast temple chamber and the young priestesses entered. 
Each maiden carried a white rose which she placed on the 
shining sanctuary floor; then, in the same formation, the 
forty priestesses returned to the centre of the temple, and, 
with heads bowed, faced the altar, waiting. 

The soft music of the lutes began, and the dancers swayed 
gracefully. When the tinkling sound of systrums was heard, 
the dancers raised their arms in supplication, and on the first 
aash of the cymbals, began their dance. Outside in the 
square the people, knowing the service bad commenced, 
lifted thrir voices in murmured prayers. 
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Behind the high altar the conspirators watched the dancing 
priestesses. The dancers were dressed alike in delicate veils 
thin as summer clouds. On thdr wrists and ankles were 
silver bracelets, and in their hair tiaras of myrtle leaves and 
flowers. The music became faster, the dancing more pas¬ 
sionate and abandoned. Behind the altar the conspirators 
studied the dancers. All were beautiful; it would be hard to 
choose among them. 

Suddenly Verna suflened, and pointed to the rear of the 
temple. Five Roman soldiers who had dared to violate the 
privacy of the worship stood at the open door. The dancers 
stopped. But then one among them stepped forward and, 
going to the nearest marble column* reached up and grasped 
a flaming torch. She hurled it at the soldiers, and flery 
sparks flew at their feet. 

"BurnI ** the priestess cried. "May all of you bum to 
death and ashes I ” 

The expression of astonishment on the Romans* faces 
changed to one of amusement* and shaking their heads, they 
tum^ away. The music began again and the priestesses 
resumed thrir dancing. Oidy the dancer who had thrown 
the torch stood aside* weeping. Small and lissome* she was 
younger chan the others. Her skin was like ivory, her black 
hair like silk, her legs graceful as a gazelle's. 

Verna remarked that the Romans had killed this girl’s 
parents and brother. 

"What is her name?" the leader asked. 

" Ragah,” the high priestess replied. 

The brutal Procurator was awaited as the feast of Passover 
began. The spirits of the thousands of worshippers were 
dampened, and when It became known that Sidon had sent 
an catertainer for Pilate the people of Jerusalem wept, for 
they thought the Sidonians had weakened in their hatred and 
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resolve. Had their ueighbours to the North, whom the 
Hebrews had considered their allies, suddenly turned traitor 
like the Pharisees and many of the rich ? As Ragah’s caravan 
approached the centre of the dry the people thronged 
the streets for a look at her. The crowds murmured 
their disapproval, and among the young men of the 
Judean underground there were hotheads who would 
have thrown her from her litter and disfigured her as a 
punishment. 

Riding heavily veiled through the narrow streets, Ragah 
heard the harsh words and imprecations. She drew back 
her veil to let the people see her face. The angry murmurs 
faded into whispered surprise at her beauty. Proudly Ragah 
played her role. 

Among the many young men in the streets was one who 
could not cake his eyes from the visitor. He was wealthy 
and reputed to be dissolute; only a few knew chat he, 
Nahum, nephew of Caiaphas, the collaborating high priest, 
was a leader of the Hebrew underground. 

Turning to his friend Aran, Nahum whispered, "She is 
beautiful. How can such loveliness be wasted on such 
swine?" 

Aran smiled bitterly. "She is not for you, Nahum, but 
for Pilate. All good things are reserved for the Romans." 

Ragah’s caravan moved through Jerusalem to a small house 
and garden on the outskirts of the city. Here she would 
stay until she danced for Pilate. Amyu, the eunuch, and an 
emissary from Sidon went to the palace high on Mount 
Moriah to to Pilate’s master of ceremonies. The arrange¬ 
ments were quickly made. Ragah was to dance on the con¬ 
cluding night of the festivities, when Pilate would entertain 
the Roman nobles and wealthy Pharisees. 

When the emissary returned he urged that she rest, saying 
she would need all her beauty and courage for the feast. 
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“ And rcmemb«r,’' he said, “ to conquer a Roman heart needs 
time and a wooden face. Be patienc.” 

With high hopes the emissary returned to Sidon, leaving 
Ragah under the authority and protection of the eunuch 
Amyu. 

The festival began, and soon there were only two days 
before its conclusion. Ragah used the time well. Skins filled 
with goat's and camel’s milk stood ready for her bath, and 
exotic spices were brought from the market-place. Cinnamon 
and myrrh, amber and henna, and fragrant perfumes of 
Egypt, Babylon, and Syrama were used to anoint and salve 
her. That night she prayed for hours before the marble 
statue of Aphrodite the Nubian guards had carried all the 
way from her city. 

On the concluding night of the festival the vase banquet 
hall echoed from the talk and laughter of the many guests 
who sprawled on pillows at the low tables. On a dais at ^e far 
end of the ball was Pilate’s table. With him sat the first Roman 
centurion of Judea, Daudia, Pilate's wife, and Domena, his 
favourite mistress. Opposite the dais, at the other end of the 
hail were the Hebrew leaders of Judea and Galilee, rich 
sheiks from the desert, and the nobility of Cyprus and Alex¬ 
andria, among them Caiaphas, high priest of the temple, in 
his place of honour. Behind Caiaphas sat his nephew 
Nahtim. Slaves brought heaping platters of food and con¬ 
stantly refilled the wine cups. The guests’ mutual resent¬ 
ment vanished as the wine fiowed and the merriment 
increased. 

In the middle of the hall, reserved for the performers, 
dwarfs tumbled and wrestlers showed their skill; the winners 
were rewarded with pieces of gold and silver. For more than 
two hours the feast connnued; then suddenly there was a 
beating of drums, and the guests fell silent, Louder and 
louder sounded the drum-beats, as four huge Nubian slaves 
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apptaitd carrying a large basket, which they lowered before 
Pilate's dais. A ram’s bom blew, and the lid was removed. 
As the drums and lute and other inscniments joined one 
another two hands rose exquisitely from the basket. 

Then Ragah stood, and stepped from the basket. She held 
her arms high above her and her body swayed. Clad only 
in a veiled tunic, the whiteness of her body shone through it. 
The drum-beat grew louder and the dance began. Ragah 
whirled and twisted, her arms held out as if in entreaty to 
Pilate. She swayed to the music as though the floor were not 
marble but the flower-strewn glade of a forest temple. Then, 
as the tempo increased, the dance became frantic in Its 
provoking sensuality. The male guests leaned forward, 
breathing heavily. On the dais, Pilate’s eyes followed the 
dancer's every movement. Again there came the waiting of 
the ram’s horn, and the dance was ended. Ragah stood 
before the dais, motionless. 

Never before had Jerusalem seen such dancing. The 
guests shouted and cheered as the dancer stepped forward 
and knelt before Pilate. With a gesture of his hand Pilate 
silenced them. 

His eyes were flxed in admiration and desire upon the 
girl. “Dancer from Sidon, you are beautiful, and know 
how CO use your body. I will reward you as no other Roman 
can.” 

He clapped his hands. A servant approached with a 
wooden jewel-box. The Procurator cook up a handful of 
jewels and let them fall through his fingers. 

“None of these jewels is beautiful enough,” he said, and 
looked towards his wife Claudia, who wore gold earringB in 
the form of Cupids. Pilate's eyes wandered further dll they 
rested upon his mistress Domena. She also wore heavy gold 
earrings, shaped like a duster of grapes. 

He pointed towards his mistress, and ordered that 
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Domena’s earrings be taken off and soldered upon the ears 
of Ragah. As the smith approached her Domena s<n‘eamed, 
and he needed the help of two heavily muscled Nubians to 
remove them from her. 

When the earrings had been soldered Ragah stood erect, 
and a sigh of admiration escaped the crowd. Again Ragah, 
more beautiful than before bowed before the Procurator, 
triumph in her eyes. 

Her dance had exdted Pilate. This woman, this flower 
of Asia, promised all the exodc pleasures of the East, and he 
was anxious for her to share his bed. He told her the ear¬ 
rings were a passport to his quarters, and that when she wore 
them no guard would scop her. He gave her permission to 
retire, and in silence she left the hall. In the courtyard Amyu 
greeted her with exdted congratulations, but there was a 
feeling of heaviness in her she could not explain, and she 
responded with a wan smile. A dark cloud overshadowed 
her heart. As a woman she should have been pleased that 
the most Important Roman in Judea had found her desirable 
and given her a priceless gift. But she felt that the dedsive 
part of her mission was not as easily to be fulfilled. 

Amyu touched the golden earrings. "These,** he said 
smilingly, " are the keys to Pilate's death-chamber.*' 

Troubled, Nahum asked himself if he loved this woman 
his friends believed was a cheap courtesan, willing to share 
the Roman conqueror's bed. But in his heart he knew she 
was DO courtesan; the triumph he had seen in her eyes as she 
accepted the earrings had been more than the vainglorious¬ 
ness of a superfirial woman. Instinctively, he felt her purpose 
might be other than it seemed. 

In the palace courtyard he had watched her enter the 
curtained litter and seen the four Nubians carry it off. 
Amyu, mounted on a donkey, had trailed after. Nahum 
had followed through the winding streets to the small house 
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on the outskirts of the dry. Hiding nearby, he had seen 
Ragah enter the bouse. Then he had boldly knocked on the 
door, but the Nubians had refused him entrance, telling him 
insultingly that only Romans were allowed in this house. 

He had gone away, furious. 

Later chat night he met with the other leaders of the under- 
ground. There was much ralV about the feast and gossip 
about Ragah, Pilate’s gift, and Domena’s humiliation. 

Their leader Simon, most fanatical of the young Hebrews, 
talked of their next raid against the Romans. While Pilate 
was in Jerusalem, the Procurator should witness the strength 
of the underground, which in two days’ time would atuck 
the Roman scabies near the fortress of Antonia. 

Ragah had a restless night, plagued by a premonition of 
disaster. The next morning shelisdessly drank her sweetened 
milk, lonely for the temple of Sidon. When Amyu entered 
the garden frowningly she knew something was amiss. He 
asked her if she bad friends or acquaintances in Jerusalem, 
and Ragah replied chat this was the £rsc time she had been 
here. 

" Last night,'* said Amyu, ** a man followed you home from 
the palace. When he asked entrance to the house, the se^ 
vants barred his way." 

Ragah looked at him wonderingly. What reason would 
this man have to see her? Amyu told her that the Pharisees, 
friendly to the Romans, might suspect their purpose here. 
They must be watchful- He would try to find out some* 
thing about this young man. Meanwhile, Ragah was not to 
leave the house without him. 

When the stars were out over the eternal city, she sat in 
the garden watching the narrow street. It was quiet and 
deserted. Almost an hour had passed before she realized 
that someone was standing in the shadow of a nearby olive 
tree. 
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He was young, handsome, beardless. She followed his 
gaze as his eyes searched her house, passing over the dark 
comer where she sac. She heard him sigh, then watched him 
move away. She was curious about him, but she dared not 
speak. 

Amyu awoke her at midnight. The idendcy of the spy, he 
told her. had been established. He was Nahum, son of 
Caiaphas the Hebrew high priest, and a member of the rebel 
band led by Simon. It was Simon and bis men who last 
month bad burned the Roman warehouse. 

Undoubtedly Simon suspected them and had assigned 
Nahum to watch the bouse. 

Ragah looked doubtful. 

" Whai other reason can there be? " said Amyu. " Unless," 
and he smiled, " Nahum saw your dance and has conceived 
a passion for you." 

Ragah lay awake in the darkness, glad she had not told 
Amyu she had seen the young Hebrew. She could not believe 
he was really a spy, for he had shown no stealth or caution. 
Perhaps Amyu was right, and this handsome young man 
admired—even loved—her. What was love, she wondered. 
She had never felt love, though she had read of it in the 
books of Euripides and Socrates and other Greek writers. In 
the temple where she served and in her life there was room 
for only two kinds of love: love for her goddess Aphrodite 
and for her people. What must the other kind of love be 
like? 

Going to the window, she looked out upon the darkness of 
the street, wishing she could see again the young Hebrew's 
face. And she felt the loneliness and the duty of her mission 
heavily upon her. Why, out of all the temple priestesses, had 
she been chosen to kill Pilate? For the first time, thinking 
of the handsome young Hebrew, she resented the self- 
sacrifice her mission entailed. 
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Awakening late the next morning ehe examined the ear¬ 
rings. They were beautiful, but they were evil too. They 
meant Pilate expected her to give herself to him when she 
received his invitation to dance privately before him, 
and that she would never do. She would wait for him 
only CO embrace her, and then she would plunge the dag¬ 
ger into his back, fast and deep, before he could cry for 
help. 

Early the following morning a messenger from the palace 
arrived with Pilate's summons. The Procurator demanded 
to see the dancer before him at ten o'clock that night. 

All day Amyu supervised Ragah’s preparations. He was 
at her side as she bathed in goat's mtik. He stood near as 
the maids salved and perfumed her body. It was he who 
chose the cloud-like silken gown she would wear and her 
jewellery, making sure chat none of her gems would outshine 
Pilate's earrings. 

Amyu told her that after the deed was done he would 
wait for her here, in the garden. They would leave for Sidon 
immediately and, when the guards found Pilate’s body in 
the morning, they would be safely on their way. 

As Ragah entered her Utter, she glanced cowards the trees 
to see if Nahum were there, but the garden was empty. As 
the Nubians set o 9 for the palace she was calm, determined 
not to fail her countrymen’s trust. She thought of her 
family, dead at the hands of the Romans, and felt a renewed 
desire for revenge. 

In a few hours she would quit Jerusalem forever. Yet the 
thought had its bitterness too, for it meant she would never 
again see the handsome young Hebrew. 

When the litter reached the palace gates she heard the 
guards’ harsh voices commanding the Nubians to halt. She 
parted the curtains and looked out A quarter-mile away the 
sky was yellow with towering flames. 

p 
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“ Those damn rebels have fired the stables," said the guard. 
Approaching closer he noticed the earrings. 

" Pontius Pilate waits for luc,” she said. 

Grinning, the guard observed that the Procurator this nig^t 
would have little dme for entertainment. 

In the courtyard couriers scurried m and out. A personal 
servant of Pilate’s, seeing the earrings, quickly escorted her 
through the corridors to Pilate's chambers. The doorway 
was choked with Ugionnaires and centurions. When she 
entered the room Pilate looked up in surprise. 

"lam very busy," he told her stiffly. “ Urgent matters of 
sute commW my atcendon.” 

Ragah bowed, and asked if he preferred that she return 
some other night. 

Pilate considered; then, " No," he said, “I will show these 
brigands Rome is still their master, and then you shall dance 
for me." 

A high*ranking Roman officer pushed into the room, and, 
bowing deep before Pilate, said that Simon, leader of the 
Hebrew underground, had been taken. 

Pilate ordered that Simon at once be questioned for the 
names of his men. The officer cold Pilate Simon had already 
refused to speak, and the Procurator shouted chat the rebel 
leader be brought to him. 

Rsigah's heart beat violently. Amyu had said Nahum was 
one oi Simon's men, and suddenly she feared he had been 
captured with him. 

As Simon was fhrust into the room, Pilate motioned to 
Ragah to take a seat in the rear of the chamber. The rebel's 
face was streaked with blood- When Pilate ordered him to 
speak Simon was silent. Pilate took a whip from one of the 
guards, and lashed it over Simon's face, 

"So be it," Pilate said. "If you will not speak to me 
now, then your tongue will not be needed to speak to 
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lesser men. ” He turned to his IS^onnaires. " Cut his tongue 
outi ” 

Perhaps two minutes Later Ragah heard a sudden 
anguished scream. Then there was silence. 

Pilate said that his mood had changed. He would send for 
her on some ocher more pleasant occasion. 

Back in the garden Arayu was waiting for her. He was 
bitter that Simon bad chosen this night to hre the stables. 

Jerusalem was quiet the next morning. The shops were 
dosed, the streets empty. The temple overflowed with 
Hebrews mourning Simon’s death. 

In the night his body was stolen from the palace, so that 
he might be buried by his followers in the rites of the eternal 
faith. That night Ragah heard footsteps in the street, and 
looking out of her window saw a procession of men and 
women, six of whom, pallbearers, carried on thdr shoulders 
the body of a man wrapped in linen. One of the pallbearers 
was Nahum. 

Dropping a veil over her face, Ragah left the house, and 
followed the procession as it moved out of the city and into 
Ge-Hinnom, to the rocky foothills with their olive groves. 
The procession halted at one of the caves in the foothills, 
and ^e pallbearers carried Simon’s body indde. 

From her hiding*place in an olive grove Ragah watched as 
the mourners wept, and collected their tears in small glass 
bottles, which were placed next to Simon's body. When 
all had paid their final respects, a huge boulder was rolled 
in front of the cave, blockmg the cntry«way forever. The 
torches were extinguished. 

Out of the darkness came the mourners’ chant, the 
Hebrews' prayer for the dead, as old and holy as the 
patriarchs, The procession began co file away, Nahum one 
of the last to leave. She followed bis departing figure with 
wistful eyes. 
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Breaking off a branch o£ oliye leaves, Ragah went to the 
cave. She placed the branch in (ront of the boulder, and 
stood their quietly, wishing she could have shared in the 
prayers of the Hebrews. 

Nahum, looking back, saw a woman standing in prayer 
before the boulder. Simon’s widow, he thou^t; I will lead 
her back to Jerusalem. Retradng his steps, he waited 
respectfully for the woman to finish her prayers. Then, 
recogoizing Ragah, he stood there as if root^ to stone. 

He murmured her name. She turned in fear, but then 
recognized him. When he asked why she mourned for 
Simon, Ragah, much agitated, demanded that he let her pass. 
But Nahum would not. and told her he knew she was not 
merely an entertainer. You have a mission,'’ he said. “I 
am certain of it.” 

She remembered what Amyu had told her and said he 
must not speak to her. 

” 1 must. Do you know I have stood in your garden, hoping 
you would come out so that I might talk to you? " 

Ragah bent her head. have seen you.” 

Nahum asked why she had come to Ge*Hinnom. 

” Because of Simon and his suffering,” she answered. 

"You knew him? ” 

"I saw him before he was killed. I heard his last scream. 
He was a brave man.” 

" May we all be as brave when our own time comes.” 

For the first time she looked full into Nahum’s face. ” May 
the gods spare you such a death, Nahum.” Her voice was 
warm and filled with a womanly feeling she could no longer 
hide. Nahum moved forward hesitantly and held her to him 
for a moment. 

Ragah whispered that she must go. 

” Listen,” said Nahum imperatively. " I must talk to you. 
If what 1 feel is true, then we are fighting for the same cause. 
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You are more than a dancer, Ragah. I know it, I feel it I ” 

“I am a priestess of Aphrodite/’ she answered. "My 
goddess would not allow me to job the cause of your God.” 

Nahum smiled. " My God teaches that there is only one 
God, and He is right.” 

She made no reply. 

Nahum began again. "1 am from Jerusalem, and you 
from Sidon, yet there is one thing we should have m 
common; hatred of the Romans.” 

"That is true.” 

“Then why did you accept Pilate's golden earrings?” 

" Please, Nahum,” she pleaded with him, “I cannot answer 
your quesdons.” 

Nahum pobted to the olive grove where she had hidden. 
“Will you meet me here tomorrow, before the sun sets? ” 

Ragah did not reply. She stepped around him and hurried 
away, and Nahum did not follow after. 

That night Nahum found no sleep. The Romans meant 
danger for the girl. She must and would tell him the truth. 
Impatiently he waited the passbg of the hours. 

Ragah came to the olive grove the next day, and they 
fell into each other’s arms. They sac under an olive tree, 
each lookmg deep into the eyes of the other, and for the 
first time they kissed. 

They met agab the next afternoon, and the afternoon 
after chat. Only one of the slave maidens knew where Ragah 
went durmg this time. Amyu did not miss her; he was 
busy gacherbg informadou about Pilate. The Procurator 
had no time for extravagant pleasures; Simon's death had 
spurred the rebels on and no night passed without death or 
arson. Pilate had other worries besides those of the under* 
ground movement. Reports came from the shores of the Sea 
of Galilee that another false prophet had arisen to preach 
agamst the Romans. 
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The lovers continutd to meet, and as Ragah's love grew 
she could conceal her mission from him no longer. 

“Pilate's golden eariings are heavy,” she said, “but not 
so heavy that they overcome my love for you. Now how 
can I hate when my heart is full of love? " 

“Let me take the earrings,” Nahum said, “and let us 
leave Palestine. There are many lands Rome does not rule ” 

But she turned her face aside. She agreed only to allow 
him to be near her the night she danced for Pilate. It was 
Nahum’s plan that night to pose as one of Pilate’s musicians, 
and after the assassination they would escape from the palace 
together. Should Amyu and the Nubians offer resistance, 
which he doubted, Nahum’s men would discourage them. 

From time to time in the olive grove they had a visiror, 
an old shepherd named Laten, who every afternoon pastured 
bis flock near the grove, and called them with a single note 
of his ram’s horn. Laten was wise and knew much about 
the ways of God and man. He told the listening lovers of 
a man in Galilee who preached of love. 

The words of the preacher of Galilee found an answering 
echo in the hearts of the young lovers. They believed in 
love, and as the days passed Ragah’s earrings became doubly 
heavy as they reminded her constantly that before love lay 
duty. 

Perhaps, she thought, the words of the preacher of Galilee 
are true, and we should not fight our enemy with the same 
weapons with which he fights us. The thought troubled 
her. 

Amyu was growing impatient now. It was known in 
Jerusalem that the Procurator would soon return to Caesarea, 
and there was not much time remaining. 

One afternoon Laten said to them, “God has changed 
men’s hearts since 1 was young.” 

The lovers looked at him without understanding. 
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“Where there is love/’ the old shepherd said, “there 
should not be hate/* 

" In a man’s heart there is room for both/’ said Ragah. 

The shepherd smiled, and she fell uncomfortable; it was 
as if this old man could read her mind. 

She went on: “ You cannot expea us to stop hating the 
Romans because we love each ocher/’ 

"Those who love truly cannot hate,” Laien said. “The 
Master says this, and it is true/’ 

" The Master/' said Nahum. “ Do you speak of the teacher 
of Galilee?” 

“Yes, 1 speak of the man of Nazareth. He will be in 
Jerusalem over the Passover. Go and listen to him. You 
will learn how vast and deep love can grow, not only for 
those you love already, hut for every human creature. And 
it is through this love that the Romans will be conquered/' 

Nahum shook his head bitterly. “I cannot take the 
Romani to my breast.” 

"Take them to your heart,” said Latcn, "and you will 
have conquered them. Love thy enemies, for by chat love 
they are weakened.” 

Nahum laughed. " Shepherd, your thought is a beautiful 
one, but it has no teeth in it.” 

Lacen only smiled gently, and after calling his flock with 
his ram’s bom bid them good day. 

That evening Amyu was waiting for Ragah when she 
returned home. 

The messenger from the palace had come with Pilate’s 
summons. 

The maids prepared her. Again she bathed and was 
massaged; perfumes, jewellery and silken clothes were laid 
out for her. Amyu entered as she rested, and reminded 
her he would await her in the garden after the deed was 
done. 
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That night the guards at the gate, recognizing the golden 
earrings, Icc her pass. In his chambers Pilate, dnmk with 
wine and anticipadon, awaited her on his silken cushions. 

He reached out to press her dose to him, but she twisted 
away, She felt the hilt of the dagger in her belt, and it gave 
her courage. She said that his importunides had bruised 
her vanity, and asked that she be allowed to dance, 

Pilate laughingly complied. As soft music drifted in 
from behind the curtains she began her dance, insinuatingly 
moving her hands over her body. Pilate groaned, his wine- 
heavy eyes Hxed upon her, and he shouted that she dance 
faster for him, 

Twisdng to the slow rhythm of the dance, she ignored 
his command. Deliberately she provoked him, coming 
within his reach and then withdrawing quickly, Knowing 
that Nahum was behind the curtains among the musidans 
made her feel more confident. When the drums beat faster 
she would strike. 

When the drums increased in tempo she danced near 
Pilate and touched the dagger at her belt, but she could 
not pull it forth, for it seemed as though, instead of hearing 
the music, she heard instead the ram’s horn of Laten, the 
shepherd, cleansing her of hatred and revenge. Then the 
illusion vanished, and again she danced, and once again she 
waited for the faster drum-beat. This time she must do what 
she had to do. She heard the voice of Verna, and Amyu’a 
command, and when the drum beat faster she danced close 
to Pilate. 

Seeing his half-closed eyes veiled with lust she gripped 
the dagger, but agam she heard not the music but the shep¬ 
herd's horn. And she hated no one, not even the Roman. 

Sobbing, she dropped the dagger, and turned and ran 
from the room. Fleeing down the corridor she heard 
Pilate’s laughter. She ran to the litter where Nahum waited. 
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and fell into his arms. The tears were streaming down her 
cheeks. 

“I could not do it/’ she sobbed. “Nahum, I have betrayed 
my people, but at last I am free.” 

Nahum kissed her gently and lifted her into the litter. 
” Amyu will understand," he whispered. “I will come for 
you before the hour." 

The Nubians walked without haste to the gate, but once 
outside they increased thdr pace through the darkened city. 
Pilate’s guards, when the hue and cry was raised, could find 
neither Kagah nor the disguised musician in the vidnity of 
the palace. 

Amyu was waiting for her in the garden. She brushed 
past him, but he followed after and swung her around. 

" What happened^ Did he die? " 

" No,” she said. " I could not do it." 

The eunuch stared at her, so angry that he could not speak. 
She tried to twist away from him, but he gripped her arm 
and pressed her against the garden wall. 

"They were confident of you in Sidon, and so was I. 
Why have you failed us? I thought the purpose of your life 
was to avenge your family. I was wrong. If you failed, I 
should not ^1 to kill you. This was said to me in Sidon. 
If you could not follow your orders, then I must." 

Taking out a dagger from inside his tunic, Amyu plunged 
it into her breast. He wept as he looked at her huddled, life¬ 
less form. 

Then he called the servants and led them from the house. 
They hurried through the night towards the north gate. As 
they passed through the market-place, Roman soldiers seized 
them, Amyu broke heavily away, but one of the Ughn» 
naire's lances whistled through the air and pierced him 
through the neck, He fell without a cry. 

Nahum found Ragah with the dagger still in her bosom. 
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Too anumed to move, too crushed to weep, he sat beside her 
all the nigjit, and shortly before dawn carried her to Ge* 
Hinnom and into the olive grove where they had met. When 
Laten the shepherd came they brought her to the foothills 
of the mountains, and buried her in a small cave there, after 
removing the dagger from her body. 

Laten placed his gnarled old hand on Nahum's shoulder, 
and as if from a great distance Nahum heard his voice 
telling him that freedom had never come through violence 
and upheaval. Violence begot violence, the old man said, 
and tyranny fell of its own spiritual decay. 

“ You speak words,” said Nahum brokenly, "words only.” 

"But they are truth. Ragah's mission was death. You 
chose death also, but then you found love together. It was 
love that stayed her hand." 

Nahum wept upon the old man’s breast. 

"There is no sunlight without her," Nahum said. 

Laten shook his head. " There will be the light of the sun 
always. Come, my young friend, I will help you dose her 
tomb." 

When this was done they spoke the prayers of death, and 
the shepherd said, "Here in ^e foothills she shall rest. Let 
her lock to the grove where she found her happiness, and 
the olive trees in the sunlight will bring it back to her, even 
when we two are dust." 

Nahum rose. "Shepherd," he said, "take me with you. 
Let me listen to the preacher of Nazareth." 

So ends the story of Ragah, modernized and with fictional 
dialogue and atmosphere, but basically unchanged. As a 
scientist who should respect the laws of probability, it seems 
unlikely to me that the earrings found in the cave in Ge- 
Hinnom were those of the girl who danced for Pilate and 
loved a Hebrew named Nahum and died at her eunuch's 
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hand. But Ragah’s story, though probably apocryphal, and 
none too disdnctive as a work of art, U more revealing a$ 
folklore or legend than most others 1 have heard or read of 
the time of Christ and Pilate. I thought the reader of this 
book, reading it in that spirit, would find the tale of interest. 


XII 


The Visitation oj Enoch 

I HAD noc ecen Munim for some years, but to me he was 
still my guide and mentor, the man whose influence 
upon me had exceeded chat of any other, and I looked 
forward to refreshing myself at his inexhaustible fountain 
of ipiricual riches and wisdom. 1 had seen and done a great 
deal since we last had met No longer was I a searcher for 
my own life's path; I had found that path, and proved my 
choice a good one. 

In his last letter Munim had included an enclosure that 
bad excited my curiosity. It was a clipping from a Sudanese 
newspaper about an Abyssinian farmer w^ claimed to have 
seen and spoken with the Prophet Enoch. The story went 
on to say that eleven other Abyssinians of the same province 
had recently made the same claim. Munim had made no 
comment of his own, though I had the feeling he had sent 
the clipping to me for a particular reason, perhaps because 
our journey would be to the place where ^e miracle had 
occurred. 

The story intrigued me. Enoch, son of Jaicl and descen¬ 
dant of the seven patriarchs who had followed Adam, bad 
always been my private fascination. Among all the figures of 
Genesis he was one of the most remarkable. The Bible 
contained only scattered references to him; he had lived, so 
it was written, for three hundred and sixty-five years, the 
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number of days in a year. This gave to Him a certain mysti¬ 
cal signifcance. Genesis says of Enoch that unlike other 
patriarchs who "died and were not,” Enoch "walked with 
God, and . . . God took him” (5^24). 

The book of Enoch had been omitted from many modern 
versions of the Bible, but I had read it in its origina] Aramaic 
and Greek forms, and 1 was puzzled as to why, seventeen 
hundred years ago, ofFldals of the Church had seen fit to 
remove it from general circulation. A profound scripture, it 
was apocalyptic in content, mystic in tone, and filled with 
wisdom and knowledge. 

The evidence in Genesis relating to Enoch’s death and 
immortality has given rise to much theological speculation. 
To many of the Christian and Jewish faith this evidence indi¬ 
cated that Enoch was a symbol, not a man, and bad never 
actually lived upon the earth. The Coptic Church of Abys¬ 
sinia was especially partial to this view, regarding Enoch as a 
supernatural messenger of God who appeared on earth shortly 
b^re the occurrence of important historical events. It was 
Enoch, so the Coptics believed, who had warned Noah of 
the coming flood, and who had proclaimed the immaculate 
conception of Christ to Mary. The Coptic Church held that 
Enoch had also appeared shortly before the fall of Jerusalem 
and of Rome. For these beliefs there was no practical proof, 
but it seemed to me that the mystery that has surrounded 
Enoch since the beginning of recorded history makes him 
one of the outstanding figures of the Genedc period before 
the flood. 

Looking for additional information, I inquired among my 
friends in Jerusalem, learning that they too had heard of the 
miracle. Such news travels fast in the Middle East, binb- 
place of the three religions, where the religiously inclined 
are vitally interested in every kind of mysdeal phenomenon. 
The religious men, both Christian and Jew, whom I asked 


338 DIGGING IN THE HOtY LAND 

for an explanation were, however, reluctant to discuss the 
reappearance. It seemed as though I would have to wait for 
Munirn’s enlightenment. 

A few days later Munim and I sat tipping coffee on the 
terrace of Cairo's Shepheard's Hotel. I felt he had changed 
greatly. Not only was he different in outward appearance, 
his face seamed and lined, his weight lighter; he had changed 
within, in the direction of quietude and withdrawal. It was 
not that he showed disinterest in my autobiographical details 
that brought him up to date, or in my questions; 1 had 
the curious imprestion chat dose as Munim had remained 
to the world in its practical aspects, there was a part 
of him chat was fast retreating out of the world’s reach 
forever. 

We discussed our projected journey and Munim told me 
we would take the trip from Cairo to El>Shallala, from which 
we would go by boat up the Nile to Wadi Haifa, in the Sudan. 
From there the train would take us to the Sudanese twin 
does of Khartoum'Omdurman, where a caravan would meet 
us for our journey into the Abystinian mountains. 

The river boat we boarded at El^Shallala the next day was 
wide and ffat, driven by a revolving wheel in its stem. 
Munim and 1 were astigned to the same small cabin. There 
was nothing much to do, and for the first three days, as we 
moved slowly up the blue-grey muddy river, 1 watched the 
brilliantly cdouied fish as they raced the boat, the scenery 
of sand, palm, and rocks, the herds of crocodile bathing in 
the sun, the occasional Nile horses of the inhabited areas that 
came to drink the muddy water like huge dun cows. 
Monkeys, hopping through the trees, followed the boat for 
long distances until their shrieking parents called them home. 
Richly plumaged birds drded about us for hours, their 
fantastic colours blinding the eye. The days were hot, at 
least ] 10 degrees, but the humidity was reasonable, and it 
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was pleasant to ait in the bow as the sun sec, waiting for the 
night with its cooling breeze. 

I saw little of Munim, who spent most of his time reading 
and attending to correspondence. Those few times 1 men¬ 
tioned Enoch and the visitation to him, he quickly changed 
the subject. Once he said, "Patience, Paul, is a virtue in 
most people, but in the theologian a necessity. Exercise it, 
my friend, and in due time you will leam all there is to 
know." 

The scorching sun turned our compartment on the train 
from Wadi Haifa to Kharcoum-Omdurman into a torture 
chamber. Sand sifted in from the desert day and night, 
getting into our food, and drink, and even our conversation, 
until I became too miserable to observe the civilities. 1 sulked 
silently In a comer while Munim looked out upon the mono- 
tonous scene, seemingly unaffected by the heat and dirt. 
Visions of a cold shower haimced me; when we checked 
into the English Palace Hotel at Khartoum 1 tore off my 
cloches and raced into the bath. 

Clean and freshly clothed, we had dinner and hired a 
carriage to tour the dty. I was surprised to find Khartoum 
so modern and up to date. It seemed to me intensely 
British Colonial in atmosphere; more English chan African. 
Here in the capital of the British Sudan most of the six 
thousand English population lived in splendid homes; and 
streets were wide and immaculate. Fountains, lush grass, 
and fiowering gardens were everywhere; the African night 
was cool and star-brighc. 

The native dty of Omdurman, to which we crossed next 
morning over the White Nile Bridge, was a considerable 
change. The houses on the narrow streets were made from 
cheap day; the small squares were jammed with shouting 
Arabs. We were in the past again. 

We rented three camels, boarded two, put our luggage on 
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the Other, acd behind our donkey-mounted guide headed 
out into the desert. For welve hours we rode without stop¬ 
ping while the wind blew sand into our faces. I kept my 
mouth and nose covered with a wool shawl Munim had given 
me. It was lace at night when we arrived at the Abyssinian 
frontier station, two huts in the shade of two palm trees. 
Munim seemed familiar with the place; after unloading the 
camel we stepped into one of the huts. Too iked to eat, 
we prepared for bed. 1 fell asleep listening to the departure 
of the guide, with his camels, back to Omdurman. 

When voices awoke me In the morning, 1 went outside to 
find Munim talking in Amharic. the native Abyssinian 
language, to two bearded men busily loading our luggage 
on donkeys. 

''These are our servants, Anasius and Mulas," Munim 
told me. “ They arrived during the night.” 

We breakfast^ on a thick meaty soup; then we left for the 
second leg of our journey into ^e Abyssinian hills. For 
three days we saw nothing but sand. The constant wind, 
swirling it about our heads and faces, made it impossible to 
converse except in snatches. In any case I had the impres¬ 
sion Munim was averse to talk. Most of the time he rode 
with his eyes closed, his lips moving slowly in what I deduced 
was a prayer. I noticed our servants were praying coo. A 
strange and pious caravan, these four men and six donkeys 
trudging silently over the wasteland. 

We stopped at sundown. The servants made two fires, 
one for Munim and myself, the other a few feet away for 
themselves. They cooked our meal of unhuUed rice, meat, 
and coffee, and after the meal we sac quietly in the thick 
darkness of the desert night. The servants never spoke, 
except when Munim asked them a direct question. I was 
able to understand a little of what they said, since before 
the trip 1 had begun the study of Amharic. 
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The founh day of our journey I noticed a sudden change 
in the terrain. The sand was no longer bright yellow, but 
brown and grey. Rocks appeared in the distance as we 
approached closer to the mountains. Late in the day we 
passed through an Abyssinian village. Hal£*naked children 
surrounded u$, begging for fruit and bread. The servants 
gave freely to them from our provisions, bestowing with each 
gift a blessing. 

In the mountains> scrubby trees with thick fleshy leaves 
were everywhere. I could see small, dilapidated farmhouses 
in the valleys. Cool winds chilled us by day; the nights 
were astonishingly cold. 1 had to scuff three blankets into 
my sleeping bag before I felt comfortable enough to fall into 
that relaxation chat precedes sleep. 

That night wc stopped on a plateau, below which we could 
see the flickering lights of a village. The servants built a 
large Are, the four of us gathered around it together rather 
than separated into two groups as before. When Munim 
address^ the two servants in French they responded 
perfectly as sophisticated Parisiennes. I was surpris^, but 
reluctant to ask questions. After the evening meal 1 gingerly 
reopened the matter of Enoch. 

Munim smiled. " 1 know little more chan you, my friend. 
1 have come here to And out more.” 

“ How are you going to go about it? ** 

“ We will go to the village of this man who claims to have 
seen and spoken with Enoch; it is the site of one of oui 
important monasteries. The Church Synod in Addis Ababa 
has asked me to interrogate him there. Trials of the ocher 
eleven claiming to have seen Enoch have been completed; 1 
have documented the evidence. I am to hold the final 
ecclesiastic trial and interrogation, and from the evidence 
am to determine whether this man is celling the truth. I 
am also to write a summation on the entire matter.” 

Q 
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1 lit a dgarene impatienily. "How can what thU man 
say I be the truth? ” 

"It has happened before," said Anaslus, the seirant, 
quiedy. 

"To a simple farmer?" I scoffed. 

"Most of the aposdes were but simple fishermen," Anasius 
replied. 

“Now that the twelve apostles have been mentioned/’ s^d 
Munim, "let me remind you of the twelve different reports 
of Enoch's reappearance." 

"In twelve different towns and villages/* added Anasius. 

MuJae said; “And always at the twelfth hour." 

It was all too incredible for me. “I cannot,*’ I said, "bring 
myself to believe it." 

"No one is asking you to," said Munim. “None of us 
should reach a conclusion until after the trial." He rose 
from the ground. “Tomorrow will be a busy day. We must get 
some sleep. Goodnight, my brothers/' he said to the servants. 

" May God be with you, Raa Munim," they replied. 

When we were settled in our sleeping bags I asked Mimim, 
" Tell me, why did you invite me to go along on this trip? 
I've been curious.*' 

“ Because, Paul, I felt that more than any of my friends 
you could profit most from it. I know you are a scientist, 
and the sdendst of course is the man of reason. But you arc 
that strange amalgam: the scientist who has been couched 
by the hand of fate and made Intuitive and aware beyond 
the lot of other men. I recognized this the moment we met, 
and over the years I have hoped that this intuitive quality 
chat so distinguishes you would, perhaps, develop in the direc¬ 
tion of religion. 1 am purring It badly, Paul; I mean both 
more and less than what I say. But I felt that we are con¬ 
cerned in this trial with the most important and reveal¬ 
ing spiritual event to be witnessed by a man in the 
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twentieth century, and it was you I wanted to share it with 
me/' 

1 felt humble before this spiritual man who had found in 
me some infinitesimal trace of that divine fire and grace that 
animated his every word and act and gesture. After a 
moment 1 asked about Anasius and Mulas; why tonight they 
had eaten with u$ for the first time, and why he had called 
them his brothers. 

“They are Coptic priests,*' he said, “extremely intelligent 
men schooled in Cairo and France and deeply versed in 
theology and reli^on. Anasius has written a book that will 
live long after we are dead; one of the classics in its field. 
Mulas is a man much beloved by all who know him. But 
when both men were ordained they considered themselves 
unworthy to serve God, and so they are learning humility by 
first learning to serve men. In their role of servants they 
must obey; but as priests and men they are my brethren. 
They are going home to their monastery, which we will reach 
tomorrow/* 

“I noticed they called you not ‘ Brother' but 'Ras.' Isn’t 
'Has * an Abyssinian title of honour? ** 

“They called me *Ras,’ Paul, because I am a Bishop. I 
neglected to tell you that before,“ and so saying, Munim 
rolled over and went to sleep. 

For a long time I lay aw^e watching this man who had 
never ceased to amaze me. I had laughed and joked with 
him, bothered him with my petty worries and concerns. 
And now I found him to be a prince of his church. I won¬ 
dered if I could ever relax with him again, this Bishop in 
a sleeping bag. 

I opened my eyes the next morning to see Munim stand¬ 
ing at the fire, watching our two priest-servants brewing 
coffee. Before I could roll up my sleeping bag, Anasius was 
at my ride, busy at the task. We finished breakfast, mounted 
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the donkeys, and contiaued our journey through the 
mountains. 

Towards sundown we arrived at the small monastery which 
Munim that afternoon had announced was our Erst desdna- 
don, An ancient monk greeted us at the door. We were 
taken directly to a washing-room, where buckets of cold 
water were set out for us. Following Munim's example, I 
washed my hands, face, and feet. Waiting for us in the 
refectory were fourteen monks of the monastery, including 
Anasius and Mulas, now dressed in the black sackcloth gar¬ 
ments of the Coptic priesthood, Prayers were said, and we 
sat down to a meal of bread, goat cheese, and water. 

The meal was eaten in silence; prayers were said again, 
and Munim and I went outside into the garden. 

"Is this where the interrogation will be held?" I asked 
him. 

"No. We have stopped here tonight because a new prior 
of the moeaatery will be chosen, and 1 have been asked to 
witness the ceremony." 

Munim showed me around the grounds. The monastery 
had been built directly into the mountainside; space was at 
a premium and everything—rooms, corridors, furrushings— 
were on a surprisingly smril Kale. The monks' beds looked 
to me like coffins. 1 remarked upon it. 

"They are," Munim said, and explained to me that the 
Coptic monk, who is always prepared for death, looks upon 
the coffin as his eternal resting place. 

The walls of the tiny chapd were of rough stone; its floor 
stamped yellow earth. On the altar were as embroidered 
cloth of red and gold, the Coptic cross, and two small glass 
bowls. Behind the altar hung two paintings, one of the lion 
of David, the other of the Virgin with Child. They were 
primitively executed, but impressive in their strength and 
boldness. High up on one of the walls was a long, narrow 


THE VISITATION OF ENOCH ^45 

window of inexpensive glass, with a bench directly beneath 
it. Otherwise the chapel was bare. 

The tour completed, Munim led me to a dormitory room 
with a single cot, washstand, and ewer of water. The cerc« 
mony would begin before dawn, he explained, and 1 should 
try to get some sleep. The day had been a long one; I 
found no difficulty in dozing off, and awoke to Munim's 
hand shaking my shoulder gently. “We are ready,” he 
said. 

In the chapel a length of dark material had been hung 
over the window, shutting out the moonlight, and the room 
was totally dark except for the amber lights glowing weakly 
in the altar bowls. We sac down on the bench. From the 
corridor 1 could hear the shuffling feet, and then the monks 
slowly entered, the aged prior leading the procession. The 
monks' hoods hid their faces completely: only the prior's 
face was uncovered. 

Seven times the prior led the monks around the chapel; 
when the procession halted each monk turned around seven 
times in his place. Then each monk knelt where he stood, 
some near the bench, some near the altar, some isolated in 
the comers. 

In an eerie silence the prior came to stand before the bench 
where Munim and I were sitting. He began to pray loudly 
in Amharic, and the monks joined him. The chapel revet* 
berated with the sound, and 1 felt restless and uncomfonable. 
This continued for almost an hour, when the prayers 
suddenly stopped. From somewhere outside I heard the 
silvery echo of the chapel bells. 

The silence and strain were unbearable. I found it difficult 
to breathe or swallow. Across the chapel the two dim altar 
lamps spluttered with a crackling that sounded bud as riffe 
fire. 1 imagined I heard other strange noises, but nothing 
in the shadows moved. 
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Mimim, whose head was howed, seemed far away from 
me, and I tried desperately to occupy my mind. I ran througji 
the street names o£ Jerusalem; tried to recall the title of 
every book I had ever read; but they were a jumble in my 
mind. When I felt I could stand the silence no longer, che 
prior resumed his prayers. 

Again the monks responded, but this time in a cadenced 
chanting of Amharic and Greek. Its effect was lulling and 
soporific, and gradually my strain and tension vanished. 
The chancing ceased, and in the renewed silence I felt a 
quietness, bre^ng and vast. 1 thought how strange it was 
chat I should be here, in the strange loneliness of the 
Abyssinian mountains, and cried to visualize what would 
have been the reaction of people in Paris, London, New York, 
or Delhi to the remarkable fact chat, thousands of miles 
away from each of these cities, fourteen monks knelt in dark¬ 
ness atop an Ethiopian mountain waiting for God to choose 
one of ^elr number. 

I was deeply impiessed by the unshakable faith of these 
men who b^eved this night that the Creator watched them, 
heard their prayers, and would select from among them their 
new leader. There came to me now a perception of that 
great and majestic aspect of Christianiry in which there was 
oneness with the Almighty of the most lowly, and in this 
moment I found myself in full accord with these simple men. 
1 was certain God would give them a sign. I thought of how 
my own life and career had been shaped by the inspiration 
and example of religious men—Munim, Flinders Petrie, the 
old sheik in £I*Shallala. All three were men who prayed; 
I felt I wanted to pray for them, to appeal to Heaven that 
these men be blessed. 

The prior's voice broke suddenly into my thoughts; he 
and the monks were praying once again. The litany was 
brief and I was surprised it ended so quickly, The silence 
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that followed was subtly different; I sensed in it an expec- 
cation* an assurance of something about to occur. 

It was then it happened. A ray from the rising sun 
pierced the dark chapel. The cloth covering the window had 
a small hole in its centre, and as I watched the beam grew 
stronger, travelling like a hnger of heaven across the dupe! 
floor. It went directly to the breast of one of the kneeling 
monks near the altar, suffusing him in what seemed a bright 
and holy glow. 

The prior said, “ Praise the Lord." 

" Amen," the monks responded. 

Hurrying to the chosen monk, the prior bid him rise, and 
lifting his hood, kissed his cheeks. Not until the prior stepped 
aside did I see that the new prior was our humble servant 
Anasius. 

I waited till Munim and the other monks had ^ven 
Anasius their fraternal blessing, and went to him. On his 
face there was a look not of pride or satisfaction, but of devout 
and humble acceptance of the new responsibilities vouch* 
safed to him by God Himself. 

Munim was at my side. "We will breakfast now, if you 
are ready, and be on our way.” 

It was only a half day's trip to our final destination, a 
village, Munim assured me, as old as the world itself. This 
was easy to believe; in the flelds I saw farmers working 
ploughs so andent that in any museum they would have 
been archaeological treasures. The village itself was large, 
with around two thousand population. None of its inhabi* 
rants, Munim told me, had ever had any contact with the 
outside world. Only the monks of the monastery had 
travelled. 

The monastery was the headquarters of this unique, self- 
supporting community. A great scone btiilding with several 
wings, it was the village's town hall, school, and administra- 
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tive centre; outside I saw villagers waiting for an audience 
with the prior and his oiEdals. Munim introduced me to the 
kindly prior and I was shown to a well^fumished room with 
bath and shower. Delighted, I soaked for an hour and 
shaved for the hist time in dght days. 

When Munim knocked on my door I scarcely recognized 
him. He was mitred and in his Bishop's robes, with lace at 
his wrists and around his shoulders. A band of ermine 
fringed his cape, the lapels cd which sparkled with precious 
scones. On the index finger of his right hand was a heavy 
gold ring. 

He smiled at my amazement, and put his arm around my 
shoulder as if to reassure me that despite all this ecclesiastical 
finery he was still the same old Munim, and my friend. 

"The interrogation is about to begin ” he told me. "There 
is a seat for you at the dais. The man I will question, Rada 
Salas, is fifty years old and has lived here all his life. He has 
one wife and three children. He owns a small farm where 
he raises just enough to provide for his family, and his wife 
weaves doth that is sold in the village market-place. Salas’ 
education is limited—he has had only a few years of school¬ 
ing here at the monastery—hut he can read and write. He is 
respected by the monks and villagers and has lived a very 
uneventful life. Another point: he knows nothing of 
the eleven other appearances of Enoch. Our monks had 
strict orders not to speak of them to him or to any of the 
villagers.” 

The interrogadon hall was aowded with fifty or sixty 
people of the town. Though it was still daylight, gasoline 
lamps burned in brackets on the wall. At a long table in 
front of the room sat six men, four monks and two elder.H 
from the village. As we entered, the entire room rose in 
respea to Munim, who went directly to the centre chair at 
the table. I took a chair at the end. 
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When Rada Salas was brought in I saw he was in every 
respect as Munim had described him—a simple and hiutible 
farmer. His dark eyes held a determined gleam, as though 
he knew there were sceptics at this, his great trial, and he 
meant to be believed. Munim extended Ms hand for Salas 
to kiss as an oath of honesty, and Salas took his seat before 
the dais. 

Munim was aloof and distant. “Salas," he began. *‘tell 
me freely what happened that has brought you before this 
court” 

"It happened shortly before the third hour some three 
weeks ago,” said Salas. " The day was hot and I left my fields 
early for the noon meal. After eating I went to my room 
to pray, but this day I was tired and did not feel like praying. 
I could not concentrate on the words. 

" But for a long time 1 knelt there, and suddenly I had the 
feeling I was not alone. Thinking it was one of the children, 
I turned, ready to scold for being Interrupted. But there 
was no one there. I returned to my prayers, but the feeling 
that I was not alone returned to me. And then I felt a hand 
on my shoulder. I looked up, and that was when 1 saw 
him.” 

" How did he look? ” asked Munim. 

"He was old,” said Salas. “He had white hair and a 
white beard. He wore a white garment without sandals. His 
skin was smooth and Ms eyes were dark and clear.” 

“And then?" 

"I stood up,” answered Salas. "I asked 'Who are you? * 
and he replied, ‘ You know who I am. I am always in your 
heart and often on your Ups.' Then I knew it was Enoch. I 
began to kneel, but he took me by the shoulders and would 
not let me. He said to me: ' I have come to ask you, Rada 
Salas, if in your heart you believe the world is ready for the 
fulfilment of the peace.' 
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‘*I did not know what to answer, and I asked, ‘Why do 
you put this question to me? I am a simple farmer and an 
ignorant man. Go to the monastery, where the wise men 
are.’” 

The villagers leaned forward intently, and the men at the 
dais were observing Salas with narrowed eyes. Only Munlm 
seemed completely composed, unaffected either by credulity 
or scepticism. 

'' Then,” continued Salas, " the man I believed to be Enoch 
said CO me,' I have asked you, Rada Salas. You can answer. 
Think upon it, and I will return.* And then he vanished.” 

“What did you do then? ” asked Munim. 

“I was afraid. I thought I had been dreaming but knew 
this was not so. 1 asked my wife if she had seen anyone 
enter the house and she shook her head. I stepped outside, 
but saw no one. I took a drink of water to clear tny head, 
but the man would not leave my mind- In the iields I tried 
to work, but it was useless. Before the sunset that day I came 
here to the monastery and told the prior everything," 

The elderly prior rose from his chair. "What Salas has 
told you is the same in every respect as what he told me that 
evening." He addressed himself to Munim: "The same 
morning I received from Addis Ababa, from the Mother 
Church, the secret report of the eleven other appearances. 
So I questioned Salas thoroughly. I ihougjht it best for him to 
spend the night at the monastery. I instructed several monks 
to spend the night with me in the presence of Salas. In 
my room we began our prayers and continued for several 
hours." 

"Did you sleep? ” inquired Munim. 

The prior shook his head. *'Only Salas slept from time 
to nme. It was four in the rooming when he roused and sac 
up.” 

The prior gestured to Salas, who said, "I felt again the 
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presence of the stranger, but was unable to rise. I felt a 
breath on the back of my neck, and knew Enoch had 
returned.” 

“Did you see anyone? " Munim asked the prior. 

“No one.” 

“ Nor did I see anyone,” Salas continued, “ though I heard 
Enoch's voice. He asked me again if I thought the world 
was ready for the fulfilment of the peace. 1 could not answer 
him. yet I knew I must, and the words when they came 
seemed to arise from somewhere deep inside me. 1 said,' 1 
cannot explain why, Enoch, yet I feel the world is ripe for 
the fulfilment, though millions of hearts must be broken for 
it.’ ” 

The prior said: “ Those are the words we heard Salas say.” 

“I heard Enoch say to me/' continued Salas, “'It is as 
John wrote, As the world was destroyed by water, so it must 
be destroyed by fire before Jehovah will grant peace.' ” 

“None of us heard the reply of the man said to be Enoch,” 
the prior said. 

Leaning forward, Munim questioned the farmer in such 
detail that I thought surely the man would become confused. 
For over an hour Munim continued, but Salas answered 
exactly as before. At last Munim stood and told Salas he 
was free to go. 1 waited until my friend left the hall, and 
then rose from the table with the others. The trial had 
deeply impressed me and I wanted to be alone to think it 
over. As I passed down the corridor, Munim called to me 
through his open door. 

Still dressed in his magnificent robes, he stood at the 
window overlooking the village. He turned to me, and in 
his eyes was a question. 

“I still can't believe Salas saw or heard Enoch,” I said, “but 
yet Salas is no liar.” 

There was no reply from Munim. 
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"What did Salas mean by the fulfilment of the peace?” 
1 asked. 

" The millenniuni mendoned in ReYelation—the thousand 
years of peace before the end of the world.” 

“ Salas also mentioned destruction by fire.” 

"That is in the Apocalypse of John the Evangelist.” 

" Couldn’t Salas have read Revelation in the New Testa¬ 
ment?” 

"Possibly,” said Mimim, "though he knows only the 
rudiments of reading. And possibly he could have heard 
of both from the monks.” He sighed. ”But the incredible 
faa is that Salas’ testimony is precisely the same as that 
given by the eleven other men who claim to have seen 
Enoch.” 

"Could Salas have talked with these men? ” 

" Impossible. It is true that the Sudanese newspaper clip¬ 
ping! sene CO you mentioned the other appearances chat cook 
place elsewhere in the province, but there is no possi¬ 
bility that this news could have travelled here by word of 
mouth." 

I shrugged helplessly. 

Talking aloud to himself Munim said, "If Enoch did 
appear to Salas m the monastery, why was he not heard also 
by the prior and the monks? Why has he been seen only 
by the twelve men?” 

In Munim's face scepticism still warred with a desire to 
believe, yee there was new emotion there i anguish. I said, 
"Perhaps there was no accual appearance, and the explana¬ 
tion lies in the realm of hallucination. The twelve may have 
had such strong and overwhelming thoughts of Enoch that in 
some mystical manner they projected through their vision 
to God Himself." 

" I wish that were the solution, but it is not. The witness¬ 
ing of Enoch by twelve different men is no coincidence; but 
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it is also no miracle. Let me pray, Paul; perhaps enlighten¬ 
ment will come.” 

The next morning when I asked for Munim I was told that 
the Bishop was still in seclusion and could not be disturbed. 
It was noon when I saw him again. The anguish 1 had 
noticed yesterday had sunk his eyes deep in their sockets, and 
his face seemed noticeably more lined. His whole aspea 
expressed hopelessness and resignation. He spoke to me 
lucidly enough, but I felt his thoughts were far away. 

1 asked him about his report and he had finally come to 
a conclusion. I knew that, like myself, he could not accept 
Salas’ story. The answer, I thought, lay probably within the 
vivid imagination of Salas, who had all his life been trained 
to think and feel within the framework of his mystical 
religious belief. The fact chat eleven other men had had the 
same vision could, and must, be explained by the laws of 
probability. 

" I have come to no conclusion/’ Munim said. “ And yet 
I ask myself, if this was only a vision, are noc visions the 
inspirational evenw of the history of mankind? I# not 
religion based upon visual phenomena? Abraham had a 
vision of his God; Moses heard his Lord's voice when the 
bush burned and was not consumed; Jesus heard the voice of 
Satan on the Mount of Temptation. 

“ Unlike your science of archaeology, which is able to prove 
the material facts of religion, religion as belief is but a vision, 
and as such the greatest gift human beings have received. I 
believe the appearance of Enoch was an expression of God, 
It has both reason and purpose, though I cannot as yet unden 
stand that reason and purpose, and do not pretend to. 

“ Those who took unto them the words of Jesus were the 
simple ones- ‘ Suffer the little children to come unto me, 
and forbid them not; for of such is the kingdom of heaven.’ 
’Such is the kingdom of heaven,'” he repeated. “Jesus' 
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wotds ^ understandable only in tbe light of his symbols. 
The souls of children arc not warped and twisted by the 
passions of men or their ordeals or their struggles. These 
twelve peasants have the souls of children, and such are the 
souls that receive divine knowledge. 

'"I know one thing, Paul. Sajas* trial has taught me my 
greatest lesson. I have dedicated my entire life to God, yet 
now I have learned I am not worthy to serve him. It was not 
I who received Enoch’s message, for I was unready for it. 
Sitting there, dressed in my pompous vestments, I felt as a 
Bishop of my church, not as the humble servitor. 1 have 
been ordained by men and not by God. 

Paul, I shall not return with you to Cairo. I have decided 
to live as a mendicant monk in the mountains of my native 
land. It is there I will search for God. Perhaps, when 1 
have learned humility, He will come to me." 

He made a gesture with his hand, and I understood he 
wished me to leave him. 

Munim did not appear for the evening meal in the dining' 
hall, and I did not see him again till sundown, when the 
air was cool enough to beg^ my journey home. Two 
servants were to accompany me to the Sudanese border, 
where a guide with camels would meet and escort me back 
to Omdurman. 

Munim came up to me wearing his ordinary black robe. 
He took my hand. "Goodbye, Paul, and God bless you- 
Don’i worry about me. One day I may return to the world, 
though that day may never come. I leave it to God.'* 

He signalled the servants and the donkey caravan started 
down the hill. 1 looked back to see Munim still standing at 
the monastery door. 

And so he departed from my life. I never saw or heard 
from him again. He was lost to me and all those of the 
outside world who loved and revered him, Perhaps Munim 
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was a casualty of Mussolini’s rape of Abyssinia or of the 
world'war that followed, prophesied by Enoch to a simple 
farmer that strange day so many years ago. I do not know 
and will never know. But he is always with tne in my 
prayers, when 1 ask God to grant Munim his spedal grace. 
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